DONALD BANE: 


AN 
HEROIC POEM, 
IN THREE BOOKS. 


BY 


GEORGE SKENE, Esa. 
; , 
| . 


H' Yivwoxwy TA TIIT A, 89" & LEAAGY 
Teioey* 7 y2p co. ye o19nprog ©1900, Joys 5. 

Tu vatem, tu Diva mone. Dicam horrida bella, 
Dicam acies 


Sevit amor ferri, et ſcelerata inſania belli p 
Arma amens fremit; arma toro tectiſque requirit— 


— qua protinus omne 
Contremuit nemus, et ſilvæ intonuere proſundæ 
Et trepidæ matres prefſere ad pectora natos. 


— — — 


] | Pe 
U : LONDON: = 


PRINTED FOR G. G. AND J. ROBINSON, 
PATERNOSTER-ROW. 


1796. 


. 
0 
y „ꝗ„— P 8 — — —— 


„ 
— = 1 > 4 
—— 


— 


TO 


THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 


JAMES DU FF. 


EARL OF FIE, 


VISCOUNT MACDUFF, BARON FIFE OF FIFE IN THE 


COUNTY OP FIFE, ETC. ETC. ETC, 


MY LORD, 


Tus ſuperior luſtre of your Lord- 


ſhip's family, and the deep impreſſion 
which your Lordſhip's generoſity has 
made upon my mind, have, with united 
impulſe, impelled me to expreſs my re- 
ſpect and love. 

A 2 It 


„ 

It ſhall ever be the pride and happi- 
neſs of my life to render myſelf worthy 
of the protection and friendſhip of a 
Nobleman, whoſe dignified conduct I re- 
ſpect, and whoſe virtues I feel and ad- 
mire. It is difficult, my Lord, for a 
grateful heart to ſuppreſs the utterance of 
thoſe ſentiments in which it delights. It 
is difficult for me to addreſs your Lord- 
ſhip in the dull and formal ſtrain of 
common praiſe, But I muſt not hurt 
your Lordſhip's delicacy, by indulging 
the ardour of my own feelings; nor at- 
tempt to repay a vaſt debt of gratitude 
with a few empty encomiums, and a 
trivial poem. The moſt ſolemn tragedy 
of Shakeſpeare, in which he has ſo pathe- 
tically deſcribed the virtuous ſufferings of 


your 
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your Lordſhip's noble anceſtor at Macduff 
Caſtle—his hatred of tyranny, treaſon, 
and murder—his valour and manly ven- 
geance, would be a tribute worthy of 
the elegance of your Lordſhip's taſte. I 
bluſh at the poorneſs of mine. But that 
politeneſs, which ſo eminently diſtin— 
guiſhes your Lordſhip, encourages me to 


hope, that the efforts of gratitude, how- 


ever feeble, will meet with your indul- 
gence. Perhaps more leiſure may enable 
me to merit more of your Lordſhip's 
approbation ; but no time can add to the 


veneration and eſteem with which I have 


the honour to be, 
| My Lord, 
Your Lordſhip's moſt humble, 


Devoted, and zealous Servant, 


GEORGE SKENE. 
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Tun ſubject of the following Poem is 
ſounded upon the remembrance of an old 
hiſtorical manuſeript, preſerved at the family 
ſeat of Mr. Skene of Skene, Meinber, in the 
Parliament before laſt, for the county of Aber- 
deen; as well as upon the tradition of the 
peaſants in that neighbourhood. The wea- 
pon with which it is ſaid his anceſtor flew 
a wild boar, and ſaved the life of the Scotch 
King, is there alſo carefully preſerved as a 
memorial of the fact, and is, in the Gaclic 


language, called a Skene. | 
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BOOK I. 


For not to have been dipt in Lethe lake 

Could ſave the ſon of Thetis from to die; 

But that blind Bard did him immortal make 

With pen, dipt in the dew of Caſtalie. sr EN SER. 


otia's Weſtern Iſles, by fame forgot 
And Gaelic bards, aſſiſt me, Muſe, to ſing ! 

/t igh on a rock, whoſe iron back had borne 
thundering tempeſts of a thouſand years, 


here many a deep-worn dent and ragged ſcar 


J et forth the ravages of raging Time, 


is Caſtle ſtood, with haughty turrets crowned 
N B In 
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In regal pride, and ruinous power; it ſeemed 


With deſpotiſm ſtern to overlook 


1 The ſtubborn iſles around: while on its top, 
BH By threatening clouds o'er-ſhaded and begirt, 
Jove's bird, th' imperial eagle, ſat enthroned, 
And ſhook defiance with his wide-ſpread wing. | 
*T'was here the gallant Donald kept his court, 
If court it might be called, that nothing had 
Of courtly ſtyle or guiſe, effeminate 

And falſe: a faithful band of friends was all 
The pomp he had to boaſt, with keen deſire 


Of independance for their chief inflamed, 


Their chief, their king, their hero, and their god, 
Reſpected, feared, obeyed, admired, adored ; 


Who loves not him they hate, and deem alone 


Him worthy of the world. Yet flighted late 

By Robert king of Scots, whoſe rule benign \ 

Extended wide, their rough and rugged breaſts 

With indignation beat, expecting ſoon 

An embaſly from Scotia's haughty king. | 
But, hark! The ſounding horn beſpeaks afar - 

The wrath of Donald, by his chieftains known 

To be the voice of war : they ruſh to arms, 


And 
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And, like a cataraQ long pent up let looſe, 

They pour around their frowning lord, and ſtand 

With hearts devoted to his dread beheſt. 

All furious he, with flaſhing ſword uplift 

Above the head of an undaunted youth, 

And bloody glaring eye-ball, while from ou 

His noſtrils, lion-like, the ſmoke was hurled 

Of kindled rage, vented his fell defign. 

% Audacious Lowlander, again ſpeak out 

Inſulting Robert's mefſage ! He ſhall know 

A king am! greater than he in power 

And ſpirit, able to enforce my right, 

And lay his boaſting low, as I will thee, 

His ſervant and vile ſecond in my wrongs. 

Subject to him No, rather let me live 

Lord of myſelf, to none accountable, 

My roof a rocky cave, and roots my fare!“ 

He ended ; but, with viſage all inflamed, 

Still with his paſſion ſhook the ſolid rock. 
Calmly the youth, with manly face erect 

As if in Robert's court he ſtood beloved 

By all that love, while courage on his brow 

Allied to gentleneſs and beauty ſmiled, 
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Thus anſwered, as th' impending ruin ſhook 
Aſtoniſhed o'er his head. Strike, rebel, ſtrike! 
Thou art not bound by loyal honour's laws. 
Strike, rebel, ſtrike ! I came for death prepared. 
But thou, inflicting it, ſhalt be the ſhame 
Of nature and of nations, infamy 
Thy lot, and y'iry Jeagued with glory mine. 
And thou by this, if any title elſe 
Remain to thee of kingdom, wilt diſclaim it, 
Whilſt I to ſerve my king with joy expire. 
Ambaſſadors of kings are ſacred held 
By kings, but thou art none.—-Thus Robert ſpeaks 
To thee, a ſubject of his crown: thy claim 
And late demand of lands he diſavows : 
But yet adviſes, ere his wrath ariſe 
Above thy long delayed ſubmiſſion, fly 
Left ruin overtake thee, fly with ſpeed, , 
Due homage give, a rebel elſe proclaimed.” 
« A rebel! Die!” the furious Donald roared, 
& And meflenger like thee whoever comes 
Shall ſwiftly to the. loweſt hell be hurled !” 

He roared ſo loud that the firm-founded rock 
Shook to its baſe, and through the gothic dome 
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Loud echo rung. With ponderous blade uplift, 


The bane of many a foe and vaſſal, ſoon 9 
In blood the daring youth would have been drown'd, 43 
Though meeting with a placid mien the blow 

And reſolute : but through the martial hoſt 

Ran hollow murmurs, hardly now reſtrained 

By Donald's awful eye ; for in their breaſts, 
Where ſiercer paſſions flamed, ſoft pity ſlept 

Like gems in the rude ſea, though ſeldom ſeen, 


And ſympathy for one ſo young, ſo brave, 

To death devoted. Nor was heard in vain, 
Amid the reſt, a fainting female voice, 

* O ſave him, brother!“ ſweet as the lament 
Of Philomel amid a torrent's roar. 

Macdonald ſwift behind his father ruſh'd 

With roſy cheek bedewed, and ſtayed his arm ; 


Then, round the ſtrange youth twining, interpoſed 


His maſly ſhield almoſt in vain ; ſo fierce 
The burning fury urged his brawny arm, 
With aught but blood unquenchable ; quick down, 
Of oppoſition reckleſs (though reſtrained 


In mid career and weakened, elſe reſolved 
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On death) the fatal ſword of Donald fell. 
The purple torrent from the filial arm 
And from the ſtranger's ſhoulder mingling poured 
In friendſhip indiviſible. Enraged, 
The frowning father with relifted arm, 
And marble heart, at once would have deſtroyed 
The ſon and foe, and to the filent duſt 
Their youthful glory and their lives conſigned 
Had not humanity, that hovered round 
Dovelike, found refuge in the rugged hearts 
Of thoſe who *tended neareſt on their lord, 
And who ſurrounding the devoted pair 
Reſcued them. Who can ſpeak the dreaded chief, 
That, towering high above the reſt, his face 
In griſly horror clothed, and rough red beard, 
Token of rage, quick breathing, vented thus 
His ire? “ Am I the father, ſovereign lord, 
Of this my ſon, and theſe my ſubjeQs ? I 
Their chief? And dare they brave me? Sacred hilt 
Of my blood-ſearching ſword ! Thou legacy 
Of many a father to his ſon bequeathed, 
Since firſt our mighty race, in ancient days 


And 
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And times forgotten by an upſtart world, 
Superior ſhone ! The ſon that durſt preſume 
To hold his ſhield up in his father's face 
Shall never handle thee ; but in a dark 
And deep abode ſhall linger out his life, 
Fit place for parricides : there ſigh alone 


The livelong night and day, no day to him, . * 


Devoid of light; for never ſhall the ſun, 
The glory of the globe, look down on him 
Who durſt defy his father, durſt defy 

His life's ſole arbiter! his lord! his king!“ 
So ſaying, thrice he kiſſed the fatal blade, 
And thrice with horrid grin he murmured out, 
As Boreas growling in the north beſpeaks 


'The tempeſt nigh, his never-broken oaths. 


His hapleſs fon thus hearing, nought replied. 


Unchangeable he knew the dire decree 
By fate or fortune; and he knew it vain, 


As vain as *tis.to reaſon with the rage 
Of roaring lions, or remove the rock 
Whereon his caſtle ſtood, to ſeek by ſighs 
Or tears to melt the unrelenting chief, 
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Whoſe verdict once pronounced, ne'er knew recall, 
Or right or wrong; who only with his life 

Could ſeem to yield, impregnable to prayer 

In mind, as from without to force of arms. 

« Pity me, father! grant me death,” he cried ; 

% Impriſon not my ſoul, but in the earth 

Enwrap my body; elſe the glorious flame 

Within me will not brook a loathſome cell ; 

But, breaking its vile chain, will fly to heaven, 

Spurning its dull abode ; nor can abide 

In ruſt and ignominy, ſhame and ſorrow 


For many a day, in dark oblivion drowned. 


Ah! ſweet and flowery ſeems the vale of death 
To noble ſouls enſlaved.” While thus he ſpake 
In vain, the temperate bloom grew on his cheek, 
By luſt or baſe deſire, like May's cool roſe, 
Unſcorched, unſullicd; on his poliſhed brow 
The ſhield of valour ſhone ; his eye contained 
Benevolence, and ſeemed to ſwim in tears 

Of pity for the ſorrows of mankind, 

Save in the rage of battle when he fought, _ 


Heroic ardour breathing: but in peace 


His 
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His gentle mind was tuned to love and friendſhip, 


To love and fellowſhip in virtue tuned. 

His daring look relaxed, the ſtranger now 
(Pitfour his name, for excellence preferred 

From Robert's warlike court) felt pity's pang z 
Before inſenſible of death and all 

Its agonics; and now his heart relented, 

And threw forth ſighs; and while the melting pearls 
Bedewed his cheek, he prayed the chief to ſpend 
On him his rage, and ſpare his ſon, whoſe crime 
Was ſweet humanity alone. As ſoon 

He might have calmed the rapid whirlwind's rage. 
His ſuit was anſwered by a ſpeech of ſcorn. 

« Vain fool, to think of moving my reſolve !” 
Replied the haughty lord: Thy maſter too 

As vain to ſend thee hither, ſervant fit 

To execute his folly, and atone 

His fault in priſon! Away with them, away! 
And in the dungeon of the rock immured 

That overlooks the ocean, let them rue 


Their inſolence, and to the noiſy waves 


Re- echo their complaints. To thee, Kildare, 
To 
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To whom without belief I've liſtened long, 
Defending {till my fon againſt thy doubts 
By truth inſpir'd, which now the rebel proves, 
In open day oppoſing me with arms, 


And ſheltering my foe—to thee I truſt 


Their puniſhment, commanding thee to make 


Them feel their crime, and waſh it with their tears. 
The reſt that love me let them follow me 

To ſlaughter and revenge; and he that brings 

The moſt of his dependants ſhall be deemed 

My better fervant. Front to front I'll meet 

Th' inſulting monarch who dares menace me; 
Then leave the reſt to this right hand. Revenge ! 
Not only to refuſe my right of lands, 

Which had I been a ſubject were my own 


Hereditary, but inſult me too 
He would have added ſomewhat, but his rage 
Increaſing utterance choked. Meantime the chiefs 
Around him filent *tending drank his words, 

And were infected. As by one conſent 

Their ſhining blades they drew, and ſwore in blood 


Of Scots to bathe them ; on their ſparkling ſhields 
They 
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They ſtruck ſo fierce, the ſound was heard afar, 
The caſtle echoed, and the turrets ſhook, 
And Donald from his ſilent wrath awoke. 
* I am his equal, and I would have been ? 
His friend; but he rejected, and ſhall find 
I am at leaſt a formidable foe. 


A king he calls himſelf; a king am I! 


And of more ancient race | If but a man; 

I am as great as he, as proud and brave 

And whether king or lord, this ſhall he know, 

That Donald Bane's as great as Robert Bruce.“ 
So vaunted loud the raging lord, that far 

And wide the peaſants, ſtarting from their toil, 

Wondering liſtened, whilſt the warlike train 


On all ſides flock around him, or prepare 


For battle, or their broad and bright claymores 
With fury graſp, or deafened with his voice 

Stand trembling, though reſolved. The captive youths 
Were bound and led away, and by a man 

Of ſoul as vile as ever darkneſs hid 

Among the ruffians who inhabit woods 


And hollow rocks and caves, like hungry wolves, 


And 
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\ | And feed on wretches wandering in their way. 
| ; Such was Kildare; yet with an oily tongue, 
i ; Cozening and flattering whom he would deſtroy, 


And bending knee, and ſmiles, and bows, deceived : 
So pliant reptiles bite the foſtering breaſt. 

His heart, malicious, gloried to have got 

His virtuous enemy bound in his chain 


And ruminating future pangs, he grinned, 


And ſullen led them to their ſad abode. 
Virtue he hated ; but his hate aroſe 
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To bitterneſs extreme againſt the life 

Of young Macdonald, ſince rejected once 
By gentle Flora his ſole ſiſter, whom 

To wed he wiſhed, and ſpoke, and had been ſpurn'd 
For lis aſpiring by th' indignant youth. 
Then malice crept into his heart, and there 
Fed on his vital blood, corrupting all 

The mental ſubjects into menial ſlaves 
For deeds of poiſon fit; and firſt he tried 

His father to eſtrange with forged lies 

Of diſobedience, and himſelf with art 


Ingratiate, ſo to gain what now he gained 


Sooner 
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Sooner than hope, and ſilent joyed the more, 

Now reached the entrance of the diſmal cave 
Kildare inſulting told them now to gaze 
Upon the ſun, and ſurface of the earth, 
And the ſweet face of nature, ſeen ſo late 
With other hopes, and bid them all adieu, 
A long and laſt adieu! For never more 
Were they to ſee them, fed in dungeon dark, 
Buried for ever in a living grave. 
Upraiſing then an iron grate, which hid 
The mouth of this deep pit, he let them down 
By ropes and pulleys for the purpoſe framed, 
Down many a fathom : on each fide the ſca 
Unwearied roaring drowned their ſad complaints 
Or generous ſoothing of each other's fate; 
And other light, ſave what the iron grate 
Caſt far above upon them, had they none, 
Diſmal and dim. Alone he left them here— 
Two noble hearts that never yet knew guile, 


While vows of ſacred ſriendſhip, ever ſweet 
And laſting in diſtreſs, made forrow ſoft.— 


Mean time the warrior and his iſland chiefs 


Had 
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Had all things to invade prepared, and now, 

With inward fury burning, battle breathed. 
And firſt Maclachlan ſtood, with iron back 

A warlike wall, immoveable and broad, 

Fit to defend a fearful hoſt, or guard 

His ſovereign lord, though he no guard required 

Nor bulwark but himſclf : his ample brow 

With many a blow was bruiſed and many a cut 

Indented, furrowed, rough and red, wherein 

Danger intrenched himſelf, and put to flight 

Fear ſtricken armies ; flight he ſcorned, and death 

Deſied, and with his lord partook what fell 

From fortune, caring not for juſtice more 

Than to abide by him, whate'er his cauſe 

Or good or evil; and though little formed 


For active motion, was a tower of ſtrength 
To Donald when attacked. — The next in rank 
Was tall and ſlender as the mountain fir; 
Malcom his name, with limbs unfit for war, 
And ſimple heart but honeſt : ſhame alone 
Brought him to fight, of ali the warrior train 
Leaft warlike he; for peace domeſtic born. 


Nor 
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Nor you, ye brave, deſpiſe him, nor conceive 
No virtue but of valour ; nor, ye learned, 
Think learning only lovely : Nature makes 
Her children various in their mind and face, 
And many a different beauty each may claim. 
His heart was gentle as the flake of ſnow 
That falls, though rare, in ſummer, and would 
melt 

Even at the fight of blood : nor was it fear 
So much as tenderneſs that made him weak ; 
For he would fooner ſee the purple ſtream 
From his own body than his brother's. Lo, 
A lovely female I But far-erring fate 

Gave him another ſex, and (woe the while) 
Gave him a warrior's death. Malvina, long 

Wilt thou in vain lament him, long in vain 
Wiſh for his dear return, and waſte the night, 
And wear thy knees, in oriſons to ſave him! 
Thou never more upon thy Malcom's knee, 
With all thy ſmiling family around, 

Shalt ſit, and pity the vain buſtling world; 


Nor crowned with roſy happineſs embrace 


Thy 


„ 
Thy lord and lover: in the ſpring of youth 
Thy roſe ſhall wither, while the thorn of pain 
Cold winter blunts not! The ſoft-hearted fire, 
(O power untraceable l) the huſband fond 
And faithful ſoon ſhall periſh; and thy fears, 
Thy throbbing fears, ſhall ſoon be realized ! 
Theſe leaders each brought twice a thouſand men 
To their great captain, clad in tartan all, 
Of various dye; from their left ſhoulders hung 
A tartan mantle, on their manly thighs 
Obliquely folded, whilſt their brawny limbs 
Were bare and naked left to meet the blaſts 
Of Boreas rude, imparting iron ſtrength. 
Tze next in honour, life and ſoul of all, 
Was Frazer, eager as the hawk in battle, 
And as the lightning active: though his form 
Was ſmall and ſeemingly of no account, 
Being but a man diminutive and ſhort 
To look upon, and fitter to inſpire 
Contempt, which oft was mortal to his foe, 
Than fear of danger; yet the ſoul within 
Was high and mighty, and to noble things 


Aſpiring 


CN 

Aſpiring, and diſdaining low purſuits. 
The body's bulk or beauty marks not mind; 
For richeſt jewels oft in ſmalleſt ſize 
Of caſket are contained: and faireſt flowers 
Have not the ſweeteſt perſume; but, though clad 
In coarſe and common green, will throw to heaven 
Sweet odour, ſcenting all the air around. 
Sparkled with living fire his eye, and formed 
With perfect ſymmetry each limb and joint, 
Member and feature: ſwift as the ruſhing blaſt, 
Impetuous, ardent, penetrating, bold. 
He led a thouſand warriors to the field, 
Intemperate valour breathing, he himſelf 
In ſize the leaſt of all: they overlooked 
His ſize, but wonder-ſtruck obeyed, adored 
His mighty martial ſoul, and, former deeds 
Remembering, blythe and confident uptuned 
The warlike pipe.—Another leader came, 
For long experience, care and caution famed, 
Though weak yet valiant, and though valiant cool, 
For time had ſhorn the harveſt of his head, 
Drained off his manhopd, drunk his blood, and dug 
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Upon his brow the graves of joy. He knew 
To take the time's advantage, and to chooſe 
The field of battle, which oft proves the fate. 
And every ſoldier of his band he choſe 
For age and for experience like himſelf : 
A thouſand he commanded, old and prey. 
Thus Sutherland with ſtately ſtep moved on, 
Theſe hoary ſages leading, to the ſound 


Of muſic temperate ; and a foreſt ſeemed 


Of mountain fir capt o'er with winter's ſnow. 
*T were tedious to recount (though bards more fame 
Their buoyant eagle-pennons have relaxed, 


Nor ſcorned to creep along in this dull path) 


The names and qualities of th* antique lords 
That led theſe rugged iſlanders to war 


Under the conduct of their tyrant, more 

Than Aſiatic princes abſolute. 

With number I could lengthen out as long 

As did the Britiſh or Italic bards, 

That climbed the ſteep of Pindus ; Spenſer ſweet, 
Melodious, and majeſtic Milton, bold, 

Taſſo the juſt, and wandering Arioſto, 


Bright 
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Bright followers of deep Virgil, and the bard 
Sublime that ſung of Troy; but refuſe 
To follow angels' faults. Among the reſt 
One only ſhall I name, or bluſh to name 
Thee, Macintyre, deceitful coward, vile! 
He came with halting pace, and ſhameleſs front, 
And gloried in his crimes. He had but one, 
One cruel eye ; the other long was loſt 
In bloody fray, and left a vacant orb. 
Not glory led him, but deſire of gain 
And plunder, to the war; and in his mind 
Full many a noble Scottiſh youth who lay 
Stiff on th' enſanguined field, he vilely tripped. 

Thus all collected and prepared, an hoſt 
Of wild and warlike ſpirits, to their ſhips | 
They took themſelves ; while high above the reſt 
Conſpicuous in the front their leader ſhone, 
And thus addreſſed them eager to embark : 
« Sons of the iſlands, born amid the ſea, 
Amid the tempeſts of the north, and born 


To better fortune, and more noble fate, 


Till now cooped in theſe iſlands, and debarred 
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Conqueſt and glory by the ſea, not foe ! 
Lo! now we fail to ſeize upon our right 
(To whom but to the braveſt doth belong 


The beſt ?) and to exchange our barren hills 
And ſeaſons bare and fruitleſs, to exchange 


Our ſea-girt iſles for Scotia's fruitful plains. 

Nor ſhall we even there our views reſtrain, 

For what can bound heroic minds? Perhaps 
Europe's wide continent ſhall not confine, 

Nor ſpace leſs than the globe's vaſt ſurface hold 
Impriſoned, progeny of men like us. 

Rouſe, gallant warriors, rouſe ! I live diſgraced 
By leaſt delay; and Donald's bright renown 

Each lingering moment ſullies. Dread and death 
Shall reign in Scotia's fields, and graſs ſhall grow 
In her deſerted ſtreets; with glorious ſhouts 
We'll drown her dying groans, from hill to hill, 
And town to town, re-echoed ; drive away 

Theſe ſons of luxury; poſſeſs their ſoil, 

And people it with heroes.” Saying ſo, 

Terrific on the deck of th' largeſt bark 
He ſtood alone; a plume of th' eagle, dipt S I 
| | In 
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In blood, waved horrid o'er his head; and loud, 
As when the main yard of a warlike ſhip. | 
Turns in the ſtorm, his many a tartan fold 
Loud fluttered in the gale ; but fixed and firm 
His muſcular and mighty limbs down preſſed 
The ſubject veſſel. Admiration breathed 
The crowding hoſt along the ſhore, while he 
With voice like thunder to the veſſel called, 
That veſſel deſtined for his deareſt friends, 
Thoſe few among the chiefs, whom in his eye, 
Searching and ſevere, deeds had ennobled. 
Then Frazer leapt, Maclachlan ſtrode on board, 
Maclean, and Cameron, and Macpherſon fierce ; 
Nor, Malcom, was thy gentle virtue ſcorned 
Though cheerleſs, Macintoſh, and proud Mac Cul- 
loch 
Nor would old Sutherland his lord forſake 
In perilous attempt; nor Glory's voice, 
Though from the dark grave iſſuing, diſobey. 
This veteran a century had ſeen, 
Yet no bold youth of more luxurjous clime 
Durſt vie with him in ſuſferance ; to endure 
C 3 Hunger 
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Hunger and cold, and toil and pain, and fleep 
Under the canopy of winter ſky, 
None equalled Sutherland, whoſe fnowy locks 
Chill'd not his boſom, nor his bones diſeaſed. 
O Temperance, thy life is ſweet and long ! 

All theſe and more advancing, at his voice 
Felt their big boſoms beat, and ſtately ſtrode 
With conſcious glory to their lord's embrace, 
And grateful hearts, diſtinguiſhed ſo; and ſoon 
The ſhore was left, and ſhips were full, while he 
Their fierce impatience viewing, vaunted loud, 
His right hand placed upon the valiant head 
Of Frazer low, and at his left firm ſtood 
Maclachlan, on whoſe ſhoulder broad he leaned, 
Then leaving his affairs at home, even thoſe 
The moſt domeſtic, to the baſe Kildare, 

Who wiped his eye, and ſeemed to forrow more 
The more his heart was glad, Donald the van 
Led on, and turned his prow to ride the wave, 
And gave the ſpreading canvaſs to the wind, 
Which bore this mortal burden, mounting o'er 
The liquid living billows to the coaſt 

7 Of 
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Of Scotia ſafe; Alas too ſafe | for, oh, 
If poet's prayer may be heard by thee, 
Great father of the deep ! let peaceful trade 
Glide ſmoothly on thy ſurface, nor with frowns 
Confound its honeſt induſtry ; but gape, 
And ſwallow thoſe who quit their native land 
With dire invaſive purpoſe, cruel deeds 
Determining, and peaceful lands to drown | 
With blood, by black ambition urged ! Do thou 
Them all devour, dread Ocean, ſerving ſo 
The cauſe of virtue, happineſs and peace ! 

Meantime the beauteous Flora, left alone, 
Loſt all her cheerfulneſs; and for the crowd 
Of her attendants choſe the ſilent ſhade 
Of ſolitude ; or ſpent the livelong day, 
In wandering penſive on the crankled ſhore, 
And ſighing to the ſea, or venting loud 
Her virgin wiſhes. Oft the ſtranger's ſhape 
And countenance ſerene, and manly mind, 
As when he ſmiled beneath the falling ſword 
Of her incenſed fire, roſe ro her view 
In all the pride of beauty, when her ſoul 
C4 
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Sunk under the ſoft ſympathy. Aloud 
She called upon him ſolitary ; none 
But Heaven was privy to her lovelorn heart, 
And its lamentings borne upon the winds, 
That ſadly pitied her and fighed for ſorrow. 
But when encircled with the giddy train 
Of eaſy hearts, ſhe hung her ſilent head, 
And, like a lily drooping with the weight 
Of dewy tears, abſtracted and alone 
Amid the multitude ſhe ſtood forlorn. 

One day, as was her cuſtom, wandering far 
Upon the ſandy beach, beſeeching Heaven 
For ſuch a mate as fancy formed Pitfour, 
She reached the foot of a ſtupendous rock, 
Whoſe top was circled with the clouds, and baſe 
Beat by the ſea, and weary ſat her down 
To think of love, and feel delightful pangs, 
Which ne'er till now. her maiden heart had known. 
She ſat, and often wiped the ſtarting tear, 
While gazing on the rude waves, unperceived 
Surrounding her, ſo quickly flowed the tide. 


With vacant eye ſhe gazed, and wept, nor from 
Her 
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Her trance of love awoke, until ſhe found 
Upon a craggy piece of rock herſelf 
Amid the ocean ſeated : like the qugen 
Of love ſhe looked, ſweet offspring of the waveg— 
More goddeſs than the goddeſs—for ſhe crowned 
With innocence and chaſtity the charms 
Of beauty bright as hers. —Unlike the garb 
Of courtly-painted dames,.the mantle was 
Of tartan which ſhe wore, and braided neat 
Her auburn treſſes, upward, Dian like, 
Were plaited carefully; her ſwelling cheek, 
Where health and beauty revelled late, had loſt 
The dimpled ſmile of eaſe and mirth, and gained 
A more enchanting look, ſerene and grave, 
Of ſenſibility, and youthful care 
In love; her eye, ſo brilliant lately beaming, 
Was ſwimming now in tears; her ſlender neck, 
And arms acroſs, like poliſhed marble ſhone 
And glittered ; graceful hung her ſnowy robe 
Down to her knee, and there, uptied, unveiled 
Her naked limbs, two ivory pillars, formed 


With elegance ; ſweet nature yoid of art! 


But "_ 


; ( 26 ) 
But now alarmed, impriſoned, up ſhe ſprung, 
And ſaw to gain the land no pailage left, 
| Save ſcrambling ſidelong by the rock with care 
On jutty crags, fo rent and torn by time 
As gave a ſcanty footing 5 but much care 


Required to chooſe the ſtep, or plump ſhe fell 


Into the luſtful ocean, which beneath 

Raged to receive her. This way danger urged 
. | Her weak endeavour; and to graſp the rock 
Fear gave her triple ſtrength. (Ah, how unfit 
Such taſk for limbs ſo tender I) Labouring on 
Il: Till faint and weary with exceſſive toil, 
| Her limbs and lovely boſom rent and bruiſed 
i Py cruel flints, commixing blood and tears 
‚ Faſt trickling fell. No longer to endure 

The vaſt fatigue enabled, in midway 
91 Of her uncouth and rugged path ſhe reſts, 
Panting, her fhattered beauties all inflamed 
And ſmarting under pain. Amazed ſhe heard, 
Or thought ſhe heard, a human voicez amazed 
Her ear ſhe turned to where ſhe might perceive 
Minutely moſt : and while theſe moving ſounds, 

Well 
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Well known, delighted her, ſhe bleſſed the toil 
And danger undergone, rewarded well | 
By accents ſweeter far than ſhepherd's pipe 
On ſummer eve, or harmony of birds, 
Far ſweeter to the love-bewildered ear 
Of beauteous Flora was Pitfour's ſoft voice, 
Thus from the hollow boſom of the rock 
Rebounding : “Mighty is the debt which I 
| Muſt pay of weeping gratitude to thee, 
My kind preſerver ; thee, the poliſhed ſon 
Of a barbarian fire! But ah how keen 
The rending pangs I bear to ſee thee thus 
Partaker of my woe, myſelf the cauſe ! 
Impriſoned, and a prey, for pitying me, 
To thy inſatiate foe! Do thou too, Death, 
Thou cloſer of the living eye, do thou 
Me pity and relieve ; nor let me ſee 
The ſorrows of my friend, powerleſs of aid. 
But quit the gripe of happy men who ſhake 
At thy approach, and take a willing wretch | 


Ye powers that weep on fallen virtue, grant 


A peace- 
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A peaceful grave; or make Macdonald free, 
And I ſhall ſuffer ſlavery with ſmiles!“ 

More cloſe and cloſe ſhe liſtening turned her ear; 
When, after ſilence ſhorr, Macdonald calm 
Thus anfwered “ Noble ſtranger (for whate' er 
Thou art in family, or chance deſcent, 
Thy ſoul is noble) I repent me not 
Of my endeavouring {what could J leſs ?) | 
To reſcue innocence ; policiſed of which, 
The pledge of heaven's love, let none deſpair, 
For death to them is joyful.— Nor think I 
The penance or the price too high to gain 
A friend (for what can be too high?) ſincere, 
Noble and generous; nor, thus low immured 
In dungeon deep, and deſtitute of light, 
Save that which faintly from above pervades 
The dark deſcent, and makes our feeble ſun, 
Are we deſerted by that Power who ſees 
Us, and our juſt complaints with pity hears. 
But ſhould we linger here our life—What's life ! 
The mortal life of man? But for the ſun, 
More diſmal than our own. And he perhaps, 
The 
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The brightly ſeeming ſoveteign of the ſky, 
(Smile, ſage aſtronomers, for I have laughed 
At your more frantic fancies) he perhaps 
Is but an orifice, through which the light 
Of heaven appears, as day to us appears 
Down yonder, darting on our priſoned heads 
A feeble ſun; and every ſtar the ſame. 
But grateful were the ſacrifice, and pure 
As lively friendſhip owes, wouldſt thou ſuppreſs 
And ſmother up the vengeful flame that burns 
Within thy breaſt againſt my fire, miſled, 
Deluded and betrayed ; nor let me hear 
My father's faults arraigned. Let it conſume | 
The viper in his boſom, that arch fiend, 
With counſel baſe who ſeeks to overturn 
My father's houſe, my ſiſter with his luſt 
To vitiate, and myſelf to die in bonds 
Reduce. But ſee the traitor like a cloud 
Deſcending black, portentous of death's ſtorm { 
O chain deteſted, I would tear his ſoul, 
If unſubdued by thee! Upſtart inſidious ! 


Many a prince, and many a noble race 


( 30 ) 
Are torn by flatterers whom they feed and foſter ; 
For theſe are tigers that will never tame. 
But let us meet his malice like to men, 
And farewell! leſt we die.” He ended thus, 


And thus the ſtranger anſwered. © Oh that I 


Could ſuffer all alone!“ In which, though ſhort, 
His ſoul conſpicuous ſhone, and wounded more 
The boſum' of fair Flora than a ſpeech 
Devoid of feeling lengthened out more long. 

But having by a cord himſelf let down 
To this infernal manſion {fit abode 
For ſuch as he !) ſhe heard with voice ſevere 
And baſe, Kildare inſult them, ſaying thus, 
Or nearly thus, the interpoſing rock | 
Confounding much the hoarſe and hated ſound ; 


Or poſſibly her trembling fear confuſed 


Her ear, and caught but indiſtinct the voice : 

« T come to viſit you, young men; enquire 
About your health ; and ſee if, chance, you like 
This palace I've provided, bringing too 
Such food as beſt may ſuit your palates nice, 


And yet not ſurfeit.— Lo, this oaten cake, 
Baked 
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Baked with peculiar care, I thus divide 
And give you liberal; though yet methinks 
You thank me not enough. This veſſel too 
Brim full of water I diſtribute glad. 
As after food I, not forgetful, thought 
Some exerciſe ſalubrious, lo here 
An inſtrument, which with good will applied, 
And vigour, on your backs perhaps may raiſe 
A perſpiration, and with ſmartneſs warm. 
This office I myſelf will undertake ; 
And if I raiſe not heat enough, complain, 
And I ſhall be more aQtive.” Jeering thus 
She heard him, and ſhe felt the bloody ſtrokes 
Which after this he gave them with a whip 
Of knotted cruelty, but heard no groan. 

Long thus the tyrant laboured; till at length 
With toil fatigued, more than with pity moved 
Or ſatiated with rancor : © I have done,” 
In taunting mood, he ſaid ; “ now I have done 
With this day's labour : but be not afraid, 
Dejected, fad, forlorn ; for each day 
Shall bring a banquet ſuch ; and I ſhall ſee 


Myſelf 
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Myſelf that it be rightly ſerved. Adieu! 
And now to ſeek fair Flora's love, or force, 
If not obtained, the bliſs, I gently go. 
Your wiſhes I am ſure of z In return, 
May this ſo pleaſant exerciſe upſmooth 
Your ſpirits, and bring on a ſoft repoſe !” _ 
Upward he mounted then (for by the cord 


Hung at the top with pulleys, ſo contrived 


By his deep malice that no creature elſe 


Could ſpeak to them, nor ſee, himſelf alone 
Aſcended and deſcended) and them both 

Thus hopeleſs left. But Heaven's piercing eye 
And Flora's ear perceived them. Now heart-ſtruck 
With horror, hardly from the rock ſhe roſe 


With trembling ſtep, and panting boſom bare. 


She thought the ſea had ſhrunk to hear the tale 
Of ſorrow, ſo the time fled heedleſs by. 
Shrunk was the ſea; for now the ebbing tide, 
Its wonted courſe fulfilling, back returned, 
And left the ſandy beech quite bare, whereon 
The fairy elves their wonted revels kept 


And mocked the murmuring ocean, whilſt he fled 
Back 
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Pack to his cave, and left the virgin free. 
Then from the rock with trembling ſtep and ſad 

Deſcended the pale virgin, to releaſe 
From their unworthy ſuffering whom ſhe heard 
So lately, ruminating. Home ſhe went, | 
And there encountered with her villain foe, 
Who ſmiled and lighed, and ſpoke of facred love. 
(So luſt can ſeem !) She anſwered but with frowns 
Of filence, (Honeſty cannot be hid 
In garb of guile) and quick her chamber ſought, 
Where baniſhed ſlumber to conſiderate care 
Gave way. When ſleep all other eyes had ſealed 
But this bright maid's, with anxious love alarmed 
She ſtole unheeded where the traitor lay 
Dreaming of luſt, and carefully concealed 
Soon found the object of her ſearch, the cord; 
And key wherewith to enter his dark den. 
High in her hope, and lighted by the moon 
The lover's lamp, and all the ſtarry train, 
Who winked at the pure fraud, ſhe reached the rock, 
And quick deſcending brought the aſtoniſhed pair 
To life and freedom.—When Pitfour beheld 

D His 
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His fair deliverer, the moon and ſtars 

Appeared as heaven had opened all her eyes 

To view this midnight cherub, or with joy 

Illumined the vaſt ſphere ; and on his knees 

He fell involuntary.—“ I behold” 

(With reverent and religious awe he ſpake) 

6 An angel from the God of virtue ſent 

© To give us freedom. Glory to his name l“ 
And well he might miſtake ; for ſhe was fair: 

As morning light, and from her beaming eyes, 

; | That ſhone, like jewels in a purple roſe, 

j 4 Amid her bluſhes, on the blooming youth 

She darted fond deſire, and dazzled him. 

But when Macdonald's ſiſter ſtood confeſſed: 

In all her charms, though adoration ceaſed 

And holy love, yet mortal love remained 

Of triple ſtrength, and of the pureſt kind, 

Allied to heavenly. Still he gazed and gazed: 
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As wonder-ſtruck, and ever to remain 
A ſtatue void of motion, as he viewed 
Her virgin modeſty, of . virtuous love 

The everlaſting magnet, and the force 
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Of innocence and beauty blended ſweet. 

Rouſed up at length as from a dream, he felt 
His heart on fire. The God of loye was there, 
And wildly threw his brands about, and raiſed 
An everlaſting fire. His graceful limbs 
Trembled in agonies of love. Then ſoft 
He thus in fainting accents murmured low: 
© Grant me, fair creature, if it be thy will, 
To know my fate. If pity move thy mind, 
Oh ſmile upon me, that the dear delight 
May ruſh upon my ſoul ; but not too kindly, 
Leſt I ſhould die with too too much of joy! 
Yet, if no hope remains, delightful maid, 
Thou haſt not freed, but in eternal bonds 
Placed thy poor captive : without hope of love 
The ſun and ſight of men to me are hateful : 
A fall more great from fancied bliſs ſo high, 
Than from this dull world to the loweſt dungeon, 
As thou art fair, be merciful. Till now 
Beauty I never felt, nor hope of bliſs.” 
She anſwered not a while : for modeſty 


Her cheek had overrun, and chained her tongue; 
D 2 And 
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And from her eyes darted a virgin pride 


Swift as the lightning flaſh that uſhers rain; 
For love ſoon burſt ſuch feeble bounds, and ſhe” 
Her burning cheek concealed, and turned aſide 
To vent her full heart in a flood of tears. 
The joyful brother joined their hands, and bleſſed 
The loving pair, while interchange of looks 
And ſighs made known their joy. Anon; he rouſed 
Them, loſt to all but love; and warned them {tilt 
Of danger from Kildare, who governed now 
With iron rod the iſlands. Thus alarmed 
They to the caſtle went. As yet the lark 
Had not begun her matin ſong, and ſtill 
The villain ſlept, and of the ſafeſt mode 
To gratify his luſt of Flora dreamed. 
Then placing where ſhe found the cord and key 
They ſilent waked and watched. Aurora roſe, 
And in the eaſt her purple curtains drew 
Not ſooner than Kildare, who, in his power 
Elate and glorying, determined now, 
When ſollowing Night to cover force and fraud 
Flung on her ſable robe, to rob the maid, 
Whoſe 
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Thoſe virtue and ſcorn with fleepy drugs he 
dreamed 

'To drown, of boaſted chaſtity and charms. 

Meantime he bent his way to where the rock, 

As he imagined, held the happier pair, 

With malice in his mind, and fell intent 

To torture them : but they with wary care 

Purſued; when he deſcended, cut the cord, 

And in the dungeon locked him; there immured 

In hopeleſs woe he groaned away his liſe 

Unpitied, unreprieved; and his bare bones 

Lay mouldering in that ugly cave. Yet ſome 

Aver that ſtill, as they approach the rock, 

They hear his ſpirit bellow to the wind, 

Or think they hear, and with the northern blaſt 

And daſhing waves jn hideous roar contend. 
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Har, Juſtice! Thy pure ſtream from heaven 
ſprung, 


Though wandering in the ways of wicked men 


Defiled awhile and tainted, 1s reſtored 
Soon to its native brightneſs, ever prone 
To purge the filth of wrong away ; at length 
Into the lake of Mercy's tears it flows, 
No more to murmur among men, but, ſpread 
Faſt by the ſide of God's eternal throne, 
For ever uncorrupted to endure ; 
Therein the ſeraphims may bathe unſoiled, 
And view undazzled the Creator's form. 

Oh may each future word and act be ſteeped 
In thy beloved waters; and the end, 
The ſubject and the glory of my life 


Be ever thou !—IF in the bluſh of youth 


Thy dearer far than Heliconian ſtream 
J have polluted, thou haſt heard my ſighs 


And ſorrows ere full eighteen ſummer ſuns 


Had lighted me in life, A flood of tears, 
Shed 


WET 

ned penitent, I then preſenting, prayed ; 
For pardon, ſwearing never more to taint 
Thy cryſtal font. Do thou forgive me then, 
As reaſon, eaſy at ſo early age 
To be verborne, was but a feeble fence 
Againſt the torrents wild of paſſion cooped 
Within my boſom, harder to reſiſt 
And more impetuous than Niagara's fall! 

But now the noble three were linked in bands, 

Of ſweet affection; and one only ſoul 

| Seemed to reſide in all, one only wiſh 
Of mutual honcur, bound in golden chain 
Of faithful friendſhip and of deareſt love, 
Of ſparkling gratitude, and generous fire, 
Immortal thirſt of fame, and ſtern regard 
To chaſtity and honour, beauty too 
So great as almoſt gave to virtue grace. 
Thus having puniſhed their perfidious foe, 
The lovers ſighed for Hymen's filken bonds, 
Deep ſighed ; and oft the ftranger's eye expreſſed 
The dear and ardent wiſh, But Flora, true 
To every nicer duty, unlike thoſe 


Who bring upon their lovers laſs of fame, 
94 Rouſed 
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Rouſed him from lethargy ; and to his king 
And native land his embaſſy and faith 
She urged him to fulfil. Meantime ſhe begged 
To tend, and, with affection's ſoothing voice, 
To cheer his homeward way. At length agreed, 
She from her native iſland, dropping tears 
Of ſympathy, ſet ſail. Before the wind 
They fled, purſuing the departed fleet 
Of their fierce countrymen ;3 Macdonald warm 
Wich hope of youthful fame, thirſting to ſave 
His cruel father, and maintain his cauſe, 

*T was night, and nothing but the wild expanſe 
Of ocean, deep and diſmal, now appeared 
On all ſides round ; and firmament hung full 
Of ſtars that with a flood of glory glared 
Upon the night, and made nocturnal day. 

The ſolitary veſſel ſweeped along 
The graceful - waving ocean, whilſt the moon, 
Sole queen of ſilence, gilds the vaſt profound. 
And thus the lover, gazing on his bride, 
Beguiled the ſolemn hours: « O happy time, 
When love with ſilken chains in union ſweet 
Leads his delighted captives o'er the meads | 
of 
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Of charming ſummer ! Breathing mutual joy, 
Tranſported we ſhall own with tremulous voice 
And panting hearts, that on the ſpacious globe 
There's nought ſo dear as love. It ſtrews the ground 
With roſes, and perfumes the vital air, 
In ſummer ; even winter's wrath is vain, 
Unheeded or unheard. Want is unfelt, 
Wealth unenjoyed. Oh, where can be the want 


"> 


But want of joy, or wealth but that of love? | 
Thus happy ſhall we ſpend our youth, and riſe 
To angel purity on earth ; for, bleſt 

By virtuous love, and baniſhed from our breaſts 
All hate and hateful paſſion, we ſhall pour 

In fervent prayer to heayen our gratitude, 

And breathe benevolence to man. Benevolence ! 
Thy rapture-giving influence I feel ; 

And with thy genial warmth my heart expands. 

« Ah! Flora, tell me, are thy thoughts like mine ? 
Doſt thou with fond delight and fluttering hope 
Await thoſe rolling years, that fate lays up 
For us of mutual joy? Doſt thou, unmoved, 
Revolve, th' unbounded bliſs, that makes my heart 
Pant with expeCtance almoſt too ſevere 


To 
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To bear without expiring ? Are theſe fires 
That burn thy beauteous cheek confeſſions dear? 
They are! they are! O ſympathy divine! 
« If after a long life of joy and love 
Death envies me, and tears thee from my arms, 
I will not ſtay behind, ſave what requires 
'To 1 thy body with my faithful tears: 
My Flora, my delight, my only love, 
My hope, my all the world!“ While thus he ſpake, 
An angry cloud came ſailing on the air, 
And ſpread, obſcuring all the midnight lamps 
Of heaven, and left them in a cheerleſs void; 
Not even the ſwelling boſom of the deep 
Could they perceive. The hollow winds began 
To growl with anger, and their little bark 
To ſtagger with its fears; and dread ſuſpenſe 
Hung on the faces of the hapleſs _ 
Silent and ſolitary : till anon 
The wind uproſe-in fury; and, the ſea 
In living mountains bearing them aloft, 
And then down many a fathom ſinking, this 
And ſometimes that end of the veſſel groancd 
Under 


( 43 ) 
Under the water; the poor pilot faſt 
Bound to the broken rudder, drowned, was toſſed 
Silent and peaceful on the roaring wave. 

« O miſerable! (the lover cried, while cloſe 
He preſſed his charmer to his breaſt, and bathed 
Her boſom with his tears) O miſerable! 
Heaven but relieves me to increaſe my woes“ 
He ſaid, and ſobs his utterance choked, while round 
He claſped his weeping fair, with eyes to heaven 
Upraiſed in pious agony. Meanwhile 
Macdonald, © Weep not, ſiſter of my ſoul ! 
Death we muſt ſuffer; and a watery tomb 
Is eaſieſt to enter. Or devoured 
By fiſhes or by worms, where is the choice ad 

Thus he, as was his cuſtom, reaſoned cool 
Even in the mouth of danger. She the while 
Sung, like the ſwan, her dying note, ſo ſweet 
As would have charmed the ocean to a calm, 
Were ocean to be charmed. She ſung of home, 


Her dear and native home, and youthful ſports, 


And woods and rocky echoes, known ſo well 
In youthful days. She ſung of mountains wild 
| With 
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With wilder note, that from the ſavage heart 
In ſpite of nature would extort a tear, 
Exceeding far the rules of art, ſhe ſung 
The charms of innocence, and all the dear 


Delightful ſeats of early youth, ere love 


. Tempted her heart to wander: laſt, ſhe ſung 


Of love itſelf, its fierce enchanting pains, 
Its wandering thoughts, pale jealouſies and fears, 
The ſunſhine of its hope, joyful, ſublime z 
And then its doubts and croſſes, drooping, fad, 
And more than midnight darkneſs and deſpair. 

She ended not; but now a powerful wave 
Broke through the feeble plank, and death appeared, 
Black, fearful, riding on the roaring ſtorm 
In guſhing horror. Thea the lover wild 
And deſperate his beauteous bride engraſped, 
And ruſhing on the deck an hideous ſea 
Encountered rolling, which from the veſſel far 
Swept them remorſeleſs, now entwined with love 
Amid the boiling ocean. Still he ſtrove, 
While graſping thus the ſum of all his ſoul 
With more than mortal vigour, to ſuſtain 

Above 


( 4s 7 

Above the wave her life, as Cæſar old 
His actions held, the gaze of future times. 
And though the briny flood his breath oppoſed, 
And utterance choked, and drowned his feeble ſigh; 
Vet bubbling up (while Cupid hung his ear 
From heaven, delighted more than with the ſong 
Of all the Heliconian maids) he cried 
With tone ſo tender, ſoft, and ſad; * Sweet Flora 1 
That Boreas ſighed to hear. Exhauſted, faint, 
He could no more, when daſh upon a rock 
Were driven the hapleſs pair. The lover, bruiſed 
And battered, yet was pleaſed to think that ſtilb 
His Flora was alive; for now he gueſſed 
They haply.were on ſhore; and, though himſelf 
Was dying faſt, thus gloried'ſhe was ſafe : 

&« Live, matchleſs maid, the glory of the world! 
A goddeſs among women | As the ſun 


Eclipſeth all the ſtarry train, thou art 


Conſpicuous and alone! Yet, Flora, yet 
Remember me, though courted by all kings; 
And let my ſpirit: kiſs thy falling tears.” 
No more he ſpake, for now the thunder high 
Above 
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Above their heads rebellowing burſt, ſhot fat 
The livid lightning, which the gloomy void 

Of midnight pierced, and to the lover's view 

In dreadful gleams of momentary light 
Unveiled their horrid fate. Around he ſaw 
The billows mounting towards heaven ; he ſaw 
The ſolitary rock whereon he lay, 

And Flora weeping o'er him. Her ſad looks 
His ſoul could not endure. He ſhuddered cold; 
And then gave up the ghoſt. She all night long 
Hung o'er his body, ſeated on the rock 

Alone, and all the roaring elements 

In battle round her: {till intent ſhe gazed 

On her dead lover. As what fiction tells 
Sometimes of mermaid or ſea nymph, whoſe tears 
And beauteous wailing *mid the ocean wild 
Attract the wandering mariner, of heart 

Manly and bold, and yet too gentle far 


Jo paſs unpitying his ſoft ruin,-now 


She ſeemed; and from her locks the briny tears 
And briny ſea diſtilled, - She all night long 
Theſe horrors ſuffered, till the morning roſe, 


Diſpelled 
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Diſpelled the gloom, and nature's diamond ſhone 
With luſtre in the eaſt : nature rejoiced, 
From ſear of wreck eternal now redeemed, 
When the proud ſun uproſe. The gilded ſea 
Smoothed his diſtempered cheek, and raged no 
more z 

The ſky in native blue arrayed herſelf, 
Her holiday attire z the finny tribe 
To ſport again returned; and even the whale, 
And all thoſe watery monſters which infeſt 
The northern ſeas, delighted on the deep 
Played their unwieldy gambols. Flora ſole, 
Pejected and forlorn, with languid eyes 
Saw nothing but th' expanſe of ſea and ſky, 
Th' horizon bounded by the circuit line 
Twixt green and blue, and glorious ſun aloft 
Diſdaining ſcrutiny of mortal eye. 
At laſt her fainting ſoul in facred prayer 
Forth flew, to which the rude ſea rough replied.] 

« O heavenly Father, where ſhall I adore thee ? 
Where ſhall I find a type of thee? On earth 
No faint reſemblance |—But the glorious ſun, 

1 Unſearchable 
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Unſearchable like thee to mortal eye, 
Like thee from heaven on all his radiant beams 
Alike beſtows. Benevolence ſupreme { 
Bright fource of light, of life, of truth, of love; 
Of ſmiling peace, and of tranſporting joy! 
Why do not all the nations of the earth 
Proſtrate in praiſe before thee ?—Son of God! 
Where ſhall I faintly find thee? Where adore? 
The fvn is ſet, our light and glory gone, 
And darkneſs and deſpair invade us round ; 
But, lo! the moon with mild reflected beams 
Pervades the helliſh gloom, and cheers with hope 
Of day : ſo thou of everlaſting day, 
Dear Saviour of the world, without whoſe love 
The impious ſons of earth by juſt decree 
Were all the gloomy tenants of the grave, 
The ſlaves of death, the victims of his dart, 
Wrecks of deſtruction !—Saviour of my ſout! 
What generous glowing heart, what noble mind, 
What ſenſibility, what ſpark of honour, 
What grateful weeping eye but worſhips thee ? 
Thou wilt not part us.— We ſhall live in joy.” 

Exclaiming 
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Exclaiming thus, his clay-cold neck ſhe claſped, 


And on his livid lips poured forth her ſoul, 
Swift to the Weſt's green Iſle their kindred ſprites 
Together winged their way. But ſtill *tis told 
A wailing noiſe is heard, which from its path 
Th' unthinking veſſel draws aſide to help 
Th' imaginary maid, who, like the form 
Of marble weeping Niobe, bewails 

With many a wild and woeful ſcream the wrecks 
Of wretches daſhed upon the rock; while round 
The ribs and broken maſts of battered ſhips 
Upon the white ſurge reſtleſs ever roll. 

Mean while Macdonald ſtrained his anxious eye 

To ſeek his ſiſter and his friend, in vain, 

| Borne on the back of that tempeſtuous wave 
Far from his anxious eye or eager graſp. 
Yet ſtill he ſtood, and, clinging to the maſt, 
That, like a mountain pine by Boreas blown 
Upon, ſcarce able to keep root, and torn 
From out the earth almolt, waved to and fro 
By many a wind beſieged and many a wave, 


Gazed round, and ſaw with ſad concern the ſhip 
E About 
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About to fink, and ſaw the wretched crew 
Launch out the boat, fatigue- and fear-enfeebled, 
Into the ſea which neither ſhip nor boat 
Could long endure, till overwhelmed and loſt 
With horrid ſhrieks they yielded up their ſouls 


Amid the thunder, wounding ſore the ear 
Of young Macdonald, He, now left alone, 
Held by the ſhip that low ly ſunk, the waves 
Piercing her hollow boſom by degrees. 

As when with poiſon ſome unhappy man 

Is agonized, it creeps from vein to vein 
Conſuming life by inches; till, the maſs 

Of blood corrupted, and the royal ſeat 

Of life, the heart, defiled, he then deſcends 
Into the grave, the boſom of the earth, 

As now the ſhip into the ſea. At length 
The maſt gave way, and with impetuous craſh 


Fell ſidelong. Graſping ſtill he ſtemmed the wave 

With one hand, whilſt the other held the tree 

Thus floating, and, by hope of future fame 

Supported, braved the fury of that night; 

When weaker minds into the deep had plunged, 
And 


Enn 
And by encountering death from horror fled. 
The indirect and inſtantaneous flame 
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Of angry Heaven upon the ambitious works 


Of men quick ruin darting, followed ſoon 


By thunder like to wreck the ſhattered world 


Nor mountain waves, could move his ſteady mind. 
Thus rolling up and down, by pitchy night 
Encompaſſed - (yet, to thoſe infernal gleams 
The lightning caſt, ſweet was the midnight gloom) 
Cool and collected, hanging on the maſt 
He mounted upward on the wave, or down 
Lay floating on the watery vale below ; 
And ever as it gave him leave he breathed, 
And nouriſhed life, until the peaceful morn 
lade all the fury of the ſtorm lie ſtill. 
When looking now to ſee if aught remained 
Of comfort to his care, he ſoon deſcried 
The boat in which the crew were overwhelmed 
Not far, and filled with water moving low. 
With nimble art through the becalmed ſea 
And toil into the boat he ſwam, and ſet 
The ſail, and plicd for Scotland, ſighing ſad 
3 For 
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For thoſe he left behind, for ever loſt ; 
But chief the ſiſter and the friend ſo dear 
He loud lamented. Now the day rejoiced 
Though he was ſad, and gentle breezes bore 

The boat along, till landing on the coaſt 
| He ſaw the havoc which his father made 
For many a mile. The ſhepherd ſwain, that wont 
To chant his native note, and cheer the hills 
With Caledonian muſic ſweet and wild 
(Simple and ſweet from her heath-covered hills 
Doth Scotia ſound her melody, love's breath, 
To warm the world below) was mute, and mourn'd ; 
For ſlaughtered were his flocks ; his cot conſumed, 
And graſs and corn, earth's green and yellow beard, 
By fire, now left a black remain 6f aſhes. 
Dark was the tract and diſmal which detained 
Macdonad's gentle eye: he ſighing ſaw 
The woods and fields deſtroyed, the harveſt's hope 
Blaſted, and ſcattered wide a weeping few 
Lamenting, void of home, through pitying tears! 

Thus wading through deſpair, at laſt he came 

To where the adyerſe armies front to front 


Stood 
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Stood frowning. His gigantic father here 

Commanded loud, and in the air upwaved 

His monſter-fized ſword, by all his chiefs 

Surrounded : there the Scotiſh king, arrayed 

In dazzling armour, ſhone ; behind him ranked, 

Moſt regular, full many a thouſand cool 

Intrepid warriors, armed with ſword and ſhield. 
The ſight alarmed him; and ſuperior love 

For his dear countrymen, in every breaſt 

Of worth inherent, filled his anxious ſoul. 

He ſaw them far unequal to contend 

With ſuch united force, deliberate power, 

Superior number, and cool diſcipline, | 

Though built of brawnier mould, and breathing 

fierce 

More warlike ſouls. He ſaw them, led by rage 

And paſſion blind, diſdaining battle's rank; 

He knew they ne'er would yield, and yet he knew 

The fotce of order and of art againſt | 

Irregular ſtrength ; that lions in the net 

Are taken oft, and horſes yield to men. 


Reflecting thus, he feared his father's fate, 
E 3 Who 
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Who now advancing proudly in the front, 
Towering above them all, to ſingle fight 
Dared Scotia's king; who anſwered with contempt, 
That more enraged him: “ Soldiers, bring with 
ſpeed 
Yon rebel's head to me!” Anon there moved 
Before their king a firm- compacted band 
To guard him. 'Then the battle fierce began 
With hideous uproar on the one, and calm 
Collected vigour on the other part. 
Firſt Frazer, hearing with diſdain his lord 
By Robert called a rebel, ſwore revenge; 
And ruſhed to ſeek his royal foe though now 
By triple guards environed, darting out 
Before his countrymen, and o'er the plain 
Between the hoſtile armies flying faſt 
As winged arrow ; ſcarce could be perceived 
His nimble feet till felt his active ſword, 
Which ſtreamed with blood, while through the 
royal guards | 
He cut his way : as when a muſket ball 
Forth iſſuing flies among the multitude, 
; With 
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With little ſize ſpreading a line of death. 
Long his undaunted heart thus drove him on 

To ſlaughter. From the front even to the rear 

He carved his bloody pathway; unprepared 

They fell, expeCting from ſo ſmall a foe 

No ſuch encounter, which made more his prey. 

And now his blinded fury led him far 

Beyond his regal foe; and now he ſees 

All ranked in thick array an hoſt between 

Him and his ſafe return. Fatigued, he ſtood 

And reſted on his ſword, whoſe ample blade 

With dropping blood ſtained all the graſſy plain, 

His panting heart, though unprotected thus 


And all alone, was undiſmayed. His men, 
Their martial leader miſſing, ſought him far 
And wide amid the war; but none of all 
Could reach him, bold in battle though they were, 

Meantime the conflict was increaſed, and heaps 
Of ſlain the field deformed. The iſland chiefs, 
Too eager, left their men ; and, ſcattering, ſought 
The thickeſt fight. Not ſo king Robert's band 
A firm and compact body, oft deranged 

E 4 ; By 
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By fierce and ſudden onſet, they were ſeen 
Recovering ſoon. At length a choſen force, 
The flower of Scotland, ſo commanded, marched 
To where the furious Donald deluged wide 
The field in blood, and with his ſweeping ſword 
Mowed down whole ranks like tender graſs, till 
flight 

And conſternation ſhrunk before his arm. 

This band was by a warlike leader led, 
A knight of noble fame, who long had fought 
In Paleſtine, and many a panim bold 
With holy vigour ſlain—Sir John de Graham, 
On whom the hope of royal Robert leaned. 
With ately ſtep this veteran knight advanced 
On Donald Bane to ſeize, and ſo cut off 
The head of this rebellion ; which he ſwore 
Or to perform, or in performing fall. 

Advancing now, he could perceive his foe 
Almoſt alone, and with his ſingle arm 
Spreading a ruin round him. But rejoiced 
To meet him naked thus, the iſland chief 
He ſtudied to attack, and thus reviled : 


« Deteſted 
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© Deteſted rebel, yield thee ! nor in vain 
Oppoſe thy lawful monarch, nor prolong 
Thy fate in miſery ! Pardon, perhaps, 
Nay reach thee, or ſome milder lot than death 
And vain thou ſeeſt to combat with thoſe few 
Devoted, *gainſt my numbers! Sudden ceaſed 
His boaſting tongue. Fierce as a baited boar, 
Donald, indignant ſtooping, ſeized a ſtone, 
Which none of either hoſt but he could move, 
(Herculean labour !) and, with utmoſt force 
Of muſcles ſwelled with rage, heaved at his head 
The monſter weight, which, had he not with art 
Fallen under, would have {truck him ever dumb. 
Among his men it flew; and on the head 
Of Hay alighting (Hapleſs youth, who ſought 
From love a refuge in the glorious field, 
From ſcorned love and fallow care, and found 
The ruin hard even as his miſtreſs' heart, 
Which flew his ſoul before !) quick daſhed his brain, 
Imparting peace in ſpite of love and care ; 
And next behind him ranked a warrior ſtruck, 
And buried his torn bowels in the earth. 


5 Then 


+. 
| 


418 

Then with redoubled fury raged the fight, 
And Donald, wanting number (for his men 
Ranged far and wide) intrenched himſelf behind 
A rampart of dead bodies; and their blood 
Ran down his viſage warm. The god of war 
Appeared the dreadful chief, his curling hair 
Red clotted with his gory wounds; his eyes 
Shot darts of horror forth ; his noſtrils wide 
Belched fiery vapour; and his grizzly beard, 
With here a drop of ſweat and there of blood, 
Like ſcrpent's body freckled, horrid hung |! 

Thrice now the valiant knight with blazing arms 
Aſſaulted him, and thrice he was repelled 
With all his ſoldiery; nor could they paſs 
The heap of mangled bodies built between. 
The front invincible he deemed, and led 
In two diviſions on the rebel's flanks 
The ſpirit-breathing youths with onſet fierce, 

Upon the right Maclachlan ſturdy ſtood 
Undaunted ; on the left, Malcolm the tall, 
Whoſe face with female ſoftneſs could inſpire 
Love and his tender train of feelings fine, 


Alas | not fear, nor wear the frown of war, 
Maclachlan 
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Maclachlan frowned, and like a ſteadfaſt rock 


Oppoſed, though battered with an hundred ſpears : 
One ſtep they could not back, nor foot down force 
Him to retire or bow. With brawny legs, 
That like Ionic pillars preſſed the ground, 
He ſtood immovable; his manly cheſt 
Heaving in bold defiance, whilſt his ſhield, 
.Covering his ample body, bore the ſhock 
Of numbers ;—and their brittle arms reboun4 
As from an iron wall. The groans of death 
Sunk under his right arm; beauty and youth 
Unpitied lay in blood, defaced, deformed. | 

On the other fide De Graham, whoſe potent ſword 
Ne'er knew repulſe, fave Donald's might that day, 
On Malcolm pouring came ; he to ſuſtain 
The rude attack unable, back recoiled, 
Hapleſs, within the ſweep of Donald's ſword 
Wide circling, which, indenting on his brow 
A diſmal wound, his beauteous viſage marred, 
And hid with maſk of blood; and all at once, 
While thus he ſtood aſtounded, from the knight 
A cruel ſtroke lopped off his better arm 


Sheer 
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Sheer by the elbow. Down his weapon dropped, 
And his mild ſpirit fled.—Upon the hand 
Diſmembered now he caſt his weeping eye, 
And there beheld the pledge Malvina gave, 
A ring of rubies, when he left her boſom. 
c Adieu, my love!” he cried ; © my ſmiling babes, 
Adieu! My dear deſerted home, adieu!“ 
Then fell defenceleſs, and with gory wounds 
Disſigured lay, and by the raging Scot 
Was trampled into duſt: ſo lies the roſe 
With ſcattered leaf and withered, food of worms. 
Malvina, riſe No longer kneel in vain, 
To ſpare him deprecating !—Malcolm 's gone! 
Then Donald felt the torrent of attack, 
And turning round oppoſed his mighty ſhield 
Of braſs and adamant, which bore the ſhock 
Of clattering arms immovable and firm. 
Nor wonder, for, ſave his, no mortal hand 
Could move the maſſy weight. His flaming ſword 
Made horrid circles, and the wounded air 
With dread commotion fighed. Even ſo I've ſeen 


On Engliſh ground, when furious winds aſſail, 
An 


(- 08.1 
An huge machine, with fourfold canvas wing, 
Sweep raging round and round. The valiant 
Graham 
Too forward fluſh advanced, to overthrow 
The Highland hero weening : but a ſtroke 
Upon his helmet rattling drove him back, 
Confounded, dazed and ſtaggering. Down he fell 
O'er Malcolm's body, that low weltering lay 
In blood upon the earth; another blow 
Would have in pieces hewn him, but his men 
Came ruſhing to his aid, and covered ſafe 
Their darling leader; yet they ſuffered ſore 
In many a gaſh from Donald's brawny arm, 
Who, now hard preſſed by numbers, foamed with 
rage | | 
And ſweat and toil. Macdonald far deſcried, 
As yet ſpectator of the field unarmed, ' 
His father's danger, and to ſave him flew, 
Indignant bounding o'er the plain ; as when 
The lion, of his young bereaved, purſues 
The ſavage robber. Naked, fierce, he met 


A Scottiſh warrior, of a ſize beyond 


The 
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The human mezſure, clothed in iron mail, 
And crowned with waving plumes, that in his march 
Gave grace and divnity.—* Yield, rebel, yield!“ 
(The proud Scot cried) © and Huntly Gordon ſerves 
Who never fought againſt a naked foe !” 

Macdonald ruſhed, impatient for his prey, 
Fearleſs and hot, and graſped the giant round 
The waiſt, and laid him low, and of his ſhield 
And fword deſpoiled him. Thus he lay diſmayed, 
A fflicted and tormented : for the ribs 
Of iron by the ſtraining youth were ſqueezed 
With mind-infpired vigour, on his fleth 
Impreſſing many a bruiſe, which gave him pain 
Implacable; but more Eis mind with ſhame 
And ſcorn of ſuch-deſcat was agonized. 

The glorious victor onward held his way, 
Impcetuous as a rock were tumbiing down 
From top of Teneriffe, and on the flank 
Keen darted of his father's foes. Anon, 
His countenance, that wont to be ſo fair 


And gentle to behold as drew the hearts 


Of all to love him (magnet of the mind !) 
| The 
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Th' amazed foe repelled ; and from his Sire 
They ſhrunk in dread confuſion. His keen ſword 
In horrid circle wide the field beſtrewed 
With broken limbs, and to his warlike garb 
Of chequered colours, that with flowing grace 
His limbs diſcovered white as falling ſnow, 
Added a crimſon hue.—The frightened foe, 
Retiring on their ranks, conſuſion raiſed ; 
And then the rout began, though ſome prefcrred 
Grim death to ſuch foul ſhame. In Glory's path 
He now purſued the flying hoſt ; as when 
The iron-hearted hero ſcattering drove 
The fearful tribe of Troy; or, as the wolf 
The bleating flock with open jaw devours. 

«© What warrior have we here,” the father cries, 
« Whoſe worth is unrewarded ?—By the god 
Of battle, fame, and bloodſhed, I muſt know! 
Or is the genius of our iſles come down 
To rob me of my glory ?”—Bawling fo 
That his loud bellowing threats the claſh of ſhields 


And ſhout of armies drowned, or thunder claps, 
His 
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His ghaſtly viſage all with gory wounds 
Made horrid, ſrightful in itfelf and fierce 
He ſtately ſtrode, purſuing {till to feed 
His famiſhed ſoul with ſlaughter ; and his track 


Might eaſily by dropping blood be traced. 


END OF BOOK II. 
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H AIL, horrors ! Hail, infernal war ! thou wreck 
Of human life, but moſt of noble minds 
Thirſting for Fame and Glory, when to clafp 
With eager arms in battle the bright maid 
Of loſty mien and far reſounding voice, 
Enamoured youth grim Danger muſt oppoſe, 
The dreadful guardian of her honour : oft 
They claſp the griſly bare-boned ſpectre Death, 
Who hurries them to gloomy night, and all 
Their godlike ardour fetters in the grave! 

But now the gallant Frazer, from his reſt 
After the toil of battle, by Macduff 
Was rouſed. A lord he was of higheſt name 
In Scotland, more by rank than warlike deeds 
Upraiſed ; the boaſt of courts, though little triea 
In camps his courage ; of heroic mind 
By luxury undone, by ſlaves adored, 
And taught to think himſelf the firſt of men 

F | Unhappy 


1 
Unhappy ſuch ! for in the common courſe 
Of life how many darts muſt they endure 
To ſting their ſpirit's pride, and lay them low ! 
He came, and, prancing with his gilded ſhield 
And tinfel trappings, eyed himſelf all o'er 
With haughty look, the weary warrior thus 
Diſdainfully addrefling : © Wherefore now, 
Thou wretched rebel, doſt thou ſeem at eaſe ? 
Art thou not ſenſible that death is nigh, 
When I advance againſt thee? Knoweſt thou not 
The Lord of Fife's delightful fields?“ —He ſaid : 
And Frazer calm replied, Thy weight in war, 
Lo, I intend to learn :”—then, bowing, ſeized 
His ſhield, that on the graſs a circuit red 
(Even as the moon in populous city ſeems, 
While riſing through the ſmoke, of ſize immenſe, 
A blazing fire) of blood from ſlaughter late 
Imbrued in battle, when ſo fierce he forced 
Through all the Scotian troops, had left. —Alarmed 
And petrified with ſpeech till then unheard, 
Th' unflattered lord aghaſt, when Frazer flew 
Upon him unprepared, with feeble ſtroke 


Againſt - 
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Againſt the bloody ſhield reſounding rung 
His paſſing bell; for through his groin the ſword 
Of Frazer plunging ſadly bowed his head, 
Though lofty and with gaudy feathers crowned, 
Upon his youthful breaſt. Pale were his cheeks, 
And from his nerveleſs hand the weapon fell, 
Which fainting ſoon he followed, now no more 
To boaſt, but humbled in the duſt to lie. 

"Then, as an artow from the bent bow, flies 
Impetuous Frazer *gainſt the hoſtile files, 

With blaſting arm among their thickeſt power 
Cutting a lane of death, intent alone 

To reach their haughty king, and hand to hand 
The inſult proffered to his lord avenge. 

The number ſlain to ſing would tire the Muſe, 
Firſt Ramſay fell and Barclay, knights of fame, 
With names enrolled among the noble few 
'That, on the top of mountains bare and cold, 
Lean hunger and fatigue, to freedom joined, 
Under the banner of heroic Wallace 
(Bluſh, England, bluſh at martyr'd Freedom's name?) 
Preferred, when cruel Edward to enſlave 

2 Their 
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Their country came with numbers; and with thefe 
Alike renowned were Gordon, Campbell, Keith, 
And Hay and Murray, and Dundas the bold, 
Who by a ſtroke, when turning to oppoſe 
The force of Frazer, of one leg bereft, 
Fell on his knee, and valiantly ſtill fought, 
Till, overpowered, for loſs of life he gained 
More laſting glory. "Theſe, and many more 
Of leſs account, though brave, yet far unfit 
To ſtop his violence, with ghaſtly wounds, 
Through helmets and the iron ribs of war, 
He cut and mangled ſore, and overthrew. 

At length, far in the centre he deſcried 
The princely Robert, by his look ſerene, 
And warlike majeſty, among his lords 
Diſtinguiſhed. At the fight his ſpirit rofe 
»Gainſt his exalted foe: burning with ire, 
Not fear, his body trembled. Them between 
A mighty hoſt with glittering arms, on which 
The ſun-beams darting dazzled all the fields 
With lucid glory, and the ſtreamers high 
Uplifted, waving in the wind, appeared. 

Th' im- 
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Th' impetuous Frazer forward ſprung, his eye 
Still keenly fixed upon his foe, which left 
His dauntleſs boſom bare; and many a ſtab 
From hands ignoble drained the fount of life. 
His face grew pale, but ſparkling ſtill his eyes 
Alarmed King Robert as he now drew near : 
Quick down his tartans ran the trickling blood 
In many a channel, yet his active arm 
Made noble chieftains groan, and Robert ſigh. 

Now at the goal arrived of his dread courſe, 
The ſtreaming blood had drained his valiant heart 
Of ſuſtenance ; yet ſtraining his laſt ſtrength 
One ſtroke he made; which Robert on his ſhield 
Receiving, with his battle-axe returned, 
And clove him to the earth. Uprearing ſtill 
His eyes that ſwam in death, he faintly ſmiled 
'To ſee the glittering ſwords that hemmed him 

round ; 
In ſcorn he ſmiled, and, graſping his claymore, 
Th' undaunted Frazer, triumphing in death, 
Low murmured fierce, © So ſhould a warrior fall !” 
Then, gored and butchered by ſurrounding foes, 
F 3 Ended 
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Ended his courſe of glory. — Long they gazed _ 
And wondered long, that in ſo ſmall abode 
A foul ſo mighty ſhould reſide, His praiſe 
And proweſs were proclaimed, when with a tear, 


Guarding his cold remains, King Robert cried, 
« Oh, treat not with diſdain heroic duſt !“ 

Meantime his men had ſought him far and wide, 
But chiefly where the battle raged they deemed 
To find their much-loved leader. Known at length 
His fate, they. drooping ſad returned and ſlow, 
Blowing their warlike pipe in long, long notes 
Of melancholy wildneſs ; grief inſpired 
Their feeling ſtrains, and each with chorus ſad 
Sighed at the death of Frazer. Even the nymph 
That buried lies between oppoſing rocks, 
Her tombs, ſad Echo, raiſed her head, and ſung 
The death of Frazer | Thus retreating all, 
They reached a neighbouring hill, and numbering up 
Their force, one half by ſlaughter wanting found. 
What yet remained they in a wedge-like form 
Drew up, and, ſhouting, ruſhed like thunder-clouds 
To *whelm the adverſe legion, Robert ſaw 

7 Th' ap- 
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Ti- approaching tempeſt pouring o'er the plain 
Impetuous as the burning Afric' ſand 
Collected and impelled; their naked limbs, 


Their flowing tartans, and their faces bold. 


Rouſed and alarmed, he gave the van command 

To open wide their boſom, and divide 

To right and left, that when the onſet came 

It might have empty paſſage; then at once 

T? unite their ſtrength, and ruſh upon their rear 
The gallant body onward drove, inſpired 

With Frazer's ſpirit, and reſiſtance vain 

Had met them face to face; but opening wide 

Their front, the foe received them, ſo prepared, 

And down the paſs they like a cataract poured 

Impetuous, whilſt behind the artful foe 


Cloſe hemmed them; and their valour, wanting ſcope, 


Made havoc of themſelves, T he battle raged: 
And one fierce iſlander had ſcized the king, 
And with uplifted ſword about to fall 

His ruin threatened ; when the great Macduff, 
An hardy ſoldier, bred to warlike toil 

From infancy (now Lord of Fife's rich fields, | q 
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Since Frazer flew his brother) - great Macduff 
Quick pierced the rebel's heart, who frowning held 
His royal foe, denouncing dire revenge 
And even in death would hardly quit his hold. 

Th' increafing ſwarms of Scots now round and 

round 
With pointed ſpears and ſwords and walled ſhields 
Hard preſſed the warlike band, who ſtood erect 
With forward foot in circle, back to back; 
And oft with graſping hand ſome hapleſs wretch 
Was pulled from either fide, and butchered. Woe 
To him who thus was dragged | Impatient now 
Of victory, like to be dearly bought, 
Lord Lennox fixed upon a pointed ſpear 
The head of Frazer. When aloft they viewed 
The bloody ſpectacle, the faithful band 
Were ſtung with fury, and each warrior flew 
The remnant of his chief to gain, beloved 
Though dead; which wrought confuſion vaſt, and 
loud 

And jarring uproar. All in one thick throng 
Collected, ruſhing to one ſpot, were lain 


Without 


. 
Without defence. Death at his table ſat, 
And feaſted there inſatiate. Horrid feaſt ! 
Where mangled bodies upon bodies fell, 
And roſe a mount of ſlaughter, ſtreaming blood! 
At length they all had ſhared their leader's fate, 
When far apart Macdonald fierce purſued 


A fear-ſtruck multitude, and of the rear 


Slew or diſarmed a number: ſhame at length, 

And their recovered leader made them turn 
And rally, and the panting youth ſurround. 
He in the midſt a prodigy appeared, 

- Darting red anger. Sometimes he would bend 
His body, ſweeping his reſiſtleſs ſword N 
Low on the ground, and lame ſurrounding foes; | 
And, as the graſs by the keen ſcythe down mowed, 


The full-grown warriors fell: ſometimes ere, 
And like the god of war, their helmed heads 


He hewed with clattering noiſe: and ſometimes 
down | 

The boldeſt to the earth he ſtruck with long 

Continued wound, indenting hideous pain ! 


But long he could not thus have ſtood, though brave 
Surpaſſing 
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Surpaſſing all belief: the hydra's head 
Not faſter did recruit, than here the Scots 
Filled up their fallen ranks.— And now he ſeemed, 
Amid the ſwarming multitude, a flower 
Choked up, and fading; when his father came 
To reſcue him, and anxiouſly to know 
The hero, and reward his martial toil. 

But fee his unrelenting nature! Soon 
The gallant youth, fo aided, humbly fell 
In duty at his father's feet; when, Io! 
Knitting his brows, ſtern Donald thus addreſſed 
The ſon, whom as a ftranger he had praiſed : 
« Dareſt thou, rebellious wretch, appear to me, 
Thy father difobeying ? Had thy gaol 
Been flender as the ſpider's web, yet thou 
By flow and waſting hunger rather ſhouldſt 


Have periſhed than attempted to eſcape, 

Diſgracing my command; or, had thy bands 

Been made of ſilken threads, they ſhould have been 

To thee as chains of adamant and fteel.” 

He ended frowning, and a dreadful ſtroke 

Aimed at the paſſive youth with ponderous ſword. 
But 


E 
But now the Scots embattled pouring came; 
And at their head the valiant John de Graham, 
With ſtrength recovered, ſought revenge, and ſpake 
Indignant thus from his late overthrow: 
Receive, deteſted rebel, what thou gaveſt 
To me! Thus I with intereſt return.“ 
He ſaid ; and through ſtern Donald's ample ſhield 
The thirſty weapon drove, which rent the huge 
And maſly fabric of defence. Alas ! 
His bold arm felt the fury of that blow 
Which Donald meant his ſon, and through the fleſh 
And bone and all it flew with craſhing ſound, 
Down dropped the Scottiſh knight; and whilſt his men 
With eager arms ruſh to his aid, the chief 
Of dreadful aſpect on his body fixed 
One foot, and made wide devaſtation round. 
Meantime the pious ſon, upſtarting, fought 

His cruel father's cauſe ; but thence was driven, 
And far purſued as he had been the foe. 
For Macintyre, with anxious ſeeming ſenſe 
Of ſtrict obedience to his lord's command, 
Of ſtarted from the dangerous battle, left 

His 
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His maſter more expoſed, and with his troop 
In fell purſuit of young Macdonald flew 
Far ofer the fields. Thus to evade he thought 
The fiery edge of battle, and return 
In time to ſtrip the vanquiſhed ; but the coward 
Ran to his death, deſerved for actions foul. 
Cloſe by his chief the brave Maclachlan ſtood 

On brawny legs, and bending, as the oak 
Reluctant bows to fierce aſſaulting winds, 
A bulwark of defence, and his large front 
Indented deep with many a ſcar. The fight 
Grew deſperate ; for now the generous band 
Sought their beloved leader, ſcorning death 
And furious to behold him fallen ſo low 
Beneath the victor's foot, and gaſping hard 
For life. At length impatient Donald threw 
Pell-mell upon the foe his ſhattered ſhield; 
And, ſeizing then the hapleſs knight, oppoſed 
His dying body as a ſhield againſt 
His ſoldiers! Loth to wound their gallant knight, 
They ſtood awhile aſtoniſhed, and were ſlain 

In heaps without defence. But ſoon they flew 


In 
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In ſad confuſion o'er the plain, purſued 
By him who ne'er gave quarter. Breathing death, 
He brandiſhed high the crimſon ſword, and dragged 
With his left hand along the rugged earth 
The ſore-bruiſed body of the dying Graham, 
Who poured his life upon the ground, while he, 
The furious victor, drove regardleſs on 
With mighty paces bounding. All at once 
In mid career a ſpectre barred his way, 
Portly and tall and graceful, ſuch alive 
Malcolm his friend appeared; upon its brow 


The ſame wide gaping wound, and purple tears 
Down ſtreaming ſtained a whiter face than ſnow. 
It ſtood oppoſing ; but the panting chief, 
Impatient of delay, and blind with rage, 

Struck at the phantom. Through the airy ſhape 
The ſword of Donald paſſed ; reſiſtance none 

It found—which gave his ſoul, the firſt time, fear ; 
And whilſt his judgment ſlept, wild fancy formed 
The viſion's geſtures like his gentle friend. 

And mild and ſolemn thus it ſpoke : “In vain 


« Thy vengeance ! Mortal force on me no more 


« Hath 
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« Hath power ! But liſten and be wiſe. I come 
ce With no unfriendly purpoſe from the ſhades, 
© Where low is lifted high, and high down low 
cc Sunk dreadful; where the tyrants of the earth, 
« By former ſlaves confronted and condemned, 
« Millions of worlds to kiſs the beggar's foot 
« Would give, in vain; where conquerors—Buf 

cc hark !— 
te Where conquerors and murderers conjoined, 
© One common maſs of infamy and pain, 
Hark, 
« My time is almoſt fled !—Return, return 
« Back to thy native iſland ! Cheriſh there 
Thy ſon; repent thy ſlaughters; live in peace! 


« Together lie in dread perdition 


« Learn from the infant innocence ; and learn 

«© The bounty of the earth Look to the ſun 

« That ſhines on all mankind alike, and learn 

« From him to live! So ſhalt thou ſee again 

« Thy happy daughter, who now ſent me here. 
* Death waits thee yonder ! Liſten, and beware !” 
Then whiſpered ſomething in his ear, though ſhort, 
Which ſeemed to harrow up the chieftain's ſoul. _ 
I, The 
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The voice ſunk in a dying fall. As when 
Deſpairing lovers from a waterfall 
Bend their dejected ſteps, the ſounding ſeems 1 
More low and low, at laſt in murmurs dies: 1 
Thus likewife imperceptibly the form il 


Grew thinner and more rare, and feemed a cloud 
Tranſparent, vaniſhing from thence to air ! | 
Meantime, the dreadful chief with open mouth, 1 | 
Hot panting breath, and body backward bent, ö | 
With ſtony eyes in trance of horror gazed. | 
His hand no longer held the bleeding corſe 
That ſerved him as a ſhield, and the dead point 
Of his now feeble ſword upon the earth 
Repoſed; and like an ancient tottering tower 
About to fall he ſeemed.— His wondering peers 
Saw nothing, and believed his rage increaſed 
To madneſs momentary. But anon 
The flying ſquadron gaining vigour new 
From his diſmay, and viewing now their king 
With haſty aid advancing, ſoon arranged. 
The broad-backed hero then to rouſe his lord 
Loud bellowed in his ear, Awake, awake! 


The 
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The Scot approaches !”—Starting from his dream, 


As when the lion from his tawny mane 
Off ſhakes the drowſy ſleep, and dreadful roars, 
Donald arouſed, with voice indignant thus, 
Loud as a brazen trumpet, ſhook the vault 
Of heaven, and all the mountains echoed round : 
% Avaunt, ignoble ſhade !—I am reſolved 
To die with glory! What is life with ſhame !” 
Then with redoubled wrath he ſtalks, inflamed, 
To battle, frowning like a thunder ſky. 

The enemy his dire approach deſcried 
Whoſe might ſo well they knew, and choſe a knight, 
The brave Sir William Oliphant, to gain 
The honour they had loſt. Yet did they ſeem, 
Though numerous and in arms, with aſpect fad 
And doubtful brooding o'er the coming blow. 
Full oft they turned their eager eyes, to ſce 
If yet their king to aid them was at hand ; 
But he in other field had much endured 
From Frazer's men, who ſold their bodies dear 
And though advancing now, behoves them firſt 


To bear the brunt of Donald's dreadful arm. 
7 Sir 
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Sir William Oliphant his ſtature huge, 
Of that day's honour proud, upreared, and thought 
Fondly to conquer, and their loſs retrieve. 
But when he ſaw the grim 2nd bloody front 
And flaming ſword of Donald, who advanced 


Audacious and laid hold of his broad ſhield, 
Shaking and tugging for the ſpoil z his heart, 
Though brave, ſunk in his breaſt, and but for ſhame 
He would have fled. Shame made him till refiſt 
And ſtruggle with ſuperior might, in vain. 

For Donald by reſiſtance fiercer grew, 

And with ſuch violent, firm and vigorous arm 
Shook the now fainting chief, that not alone 

He laſt the ſhieid conteſted, but himſelf 

All ſpiritleſs, exhauſted, was down trod 

To death. The ſtorming victor headlong ſprung 
Among the foe.—Meantime the wary troop 
Led on by Sutherland conſulted how 

And where their force with moſt effect might fall. 
As yet this aged band had little done 

Effective. With reſerve they fought, and kept 

A wary diſtance. To redeem the field 


hy Thiy 
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They now debated ; for they ſaw the hoſt 
Led on by Robert, ſormidable, keen, 
And conquerors; the gallant Frazer flain 
With all his faithful clan. Now many ſpoke 
(For age that once excelled in deeds, delights 
In words) and various their opinions; ſome 
Careful and cautious, others fiery, bold, 
As if the never-waſted oil of youth 
Still fed heroic flames :—when Sutherland, 
His grey locks waving o'er his wrinkled brow, 
Impoſing filence with his withered hand 
On the cold warriors, venerably ſpoke : 
& Vain were it to-preſume with ſceble arm 
Of age to. cope with youth, were not ſuch want 
Of vigour amply by experience paid 
For youth the body boaſts, but age the mind: 
The laſt is nobleſt, and to man belongs, 
His proper glory, the other with the beaſts 
Ile ſhares not equal. Therefore 'tis my wiſh 
To conquer ſtrength by art. But to enforce 
Command 'gainſt reaſon, ſlaves not ſoldiers forms. 
A, prove or not as likes you.—See yon field 
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Covered with carts and baggage of the foe, 
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Apart and undeſended, fave by thoſe 


V/eak women, dancers, boys, a rabble rout. 
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What hinders that we ſcize thoſe carts, and place 
Them fide by fide before us, whecling round 
Were yonder Donald fights with daring rage, 


And pouring on their flank aſſiſt our lord 


— — 
4 * K 88 ti 88 * 13 an 5 
F — ; AS Ra 
- — - * — 
* * 95 — * — 3 
— — —t—t 
—— — — —— — 


And breed confuſion, cruſhing the cloſe foe?“ 
He ended, and they all approved; and ſoon 

They march united to their purpoſe; then 

With cords the carriages together bind, 

And hurling on this moving wall, behind 


With thundering noiſe of wheels increaſe its 


force 
As they advance. And now th' encircled band 
Of Scotia's youth, turning aſtoniſhed round, 
Their leader flain, beheld the ruin hurled 
On them devoted: fo he mariner 
Shipwrecked and loſt, the rolling wave perceives 
With dreadful expectation. On they drive 
Relentleſs, and th' unhappy youths compel 


Jo flee : but Donald's ſword they dreading more, 
G 2 Recoiled 
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Recoiled and were o'erthrown, and by the wheels 
Of that reſiſtleſs torrent trod upon 
With mortal bruiſes. Many a warrior's breaſt 
That day the hoary legion overrode, | 
And many a noble Scottiſh youth, the hope 
And roſe of ancient race, by Donald's ſward 
Was cropped and withered, ſource of many a tear 

And now but few remained of all the hoſt 
Led by the warlike Graham. The trembling few 
Fell on their knees, and with upliſted hands 
And ſtreaming eyes for mercy and their lives 
Vainly implored ; for Donald when in rage 
Was deafer than the rocks or roaring ſeas. 
Ihe voice of angels from the choir of heaven 
His arm could not arreſt, nor make him feel 
Soft pity : maſſacre and ruin reigned. 
All the enemy lay proſtrate on the plain; 
Struck dumb their lamentations, ſave a groan 
Which a poor wounded ſpirit made ſometimes 
Leaving its mortal tenement, while ſteams 
Of Scottiſh blood the filent ground upſent 
At which the hoary hoſt uttered a ſhout 


Of 
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Of cruel joy, and triumphant revenge, 
Tho' weak and feeble.— Joy and triumph ſhort | 
For now the dreadful conflict came ; when Bruce 
By all his peers ſurrounded, heroes known 
To every glorious nation Europe boaſts, 
Even to her utmoſt bounds, having ſubdued 
Frazer, whoſe body now lay cold, that wont 
To be ſo warm and active, with his clan 
Who fiercely fighting fell, advanced to end 
The fortune of the field, depending now 
On this attack. 'The cautious veteran ſaw, 
And turned his moving wall, with equal hope 
To cruſh the ſquadron thick that came involved 
In clouds of duſt, by royal Robert led, 
As late the heedleſs crew of youth, whoſe fate 
By Scotia's wives and matrons long was mourned. 

With equal hope, but not with like ſucceſs, 
The huge machine was moved, while onward came, 
Cool and intrepid, regular and firm, 
Determined, though aware, with cautious ſtep 
And flow, and cye that all things overlooked, 
Imperial Robert, in the ſchool uptrained 


G 3 Of 


| a 

Of wiſe Adverſity, to Fortune's ſrowns 
Accuſtomed, thence againſt her ſmiles ſevere, 
When Engliſh Edward drove him from his throne, 
A wretched wanderer 1n caves to live, 

Or on the mountain's brow to ſlcep with Care, 
And two good counſellors Fatigue and Pain, 
Who ſlatter not; drove him to know the liſe 
Of cots as well as courts, where he acquired 
That leſſon, brighteſt gem that decks a crown, 
So ſeldom royal, well himſelf to know. 

Great is the prince, his people glorious, - 
Who feels adverſity, and in his youth 
Affliction z witneſs the hiſtoric page 
From the firſt Brutus down to Robert Bruce. 

On th' other ſide Donald, with haughty port 
And itature huge as Hercules, diſdained 
The moving rampart, which to overleap 
And forward ruſh to battle he intends. 

But now the enemy their force divide, 

And filing off on either fide, attack 

His flanks, by no barrier defended : there 

Deſtruction raged, and dreadful din of arms 
Drowned 


. 


Drowned pity.— Douglas, whoſe immortal fame 
The trump of glory now had loudly blown, 
Came firit, and, gallantly arrayed, he ſgemed 
Uniting war and love, beauty and fear, 
Soon as he ſaw behind their wooden wall 
The aged troop, whoſe hoary heads like balls 
Of ſnow appeared, at equal diſtance ranged, 
He ſlew them, as if ſent a meſſenger 
From Death to murder Time! Their chieftain firſt, 
Stern Sutherland, who long had ſeen the frowns | 
Of winter, and the ſiniles of ſummer long, 
Struck to the heart, a man'y wound, expired, 
While, graſping cloſe the victor's feet, he thought 
His paſſage to retard; nor was in death 
Forgetful of his duty. After him 
His men were laughtered one by one; and fell 
Each on the place whercon he ſtood, in rank, 
Though dead, as when alive. In ancient Rome 
While unpolluted, in her virgin ſtate, 
So the majeſtic ſenate, mortal gods |! 
In ſpite of fortune ſat upon their thrones, 
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And, butchered by the gallant Gaul, in death 
Their majeſty and glory ſtill preſerved. 

Mean time Macduff, king Robert's nobleſt peer, 
Soon as he ſaw the murderous Donald rear 
His creſt fo prou;,, ſtanding like a tower 
Amid ſurrounding hamlets, felt the rage 
Of jealous glory, and with battering ſword 
Aſſaulted him; and ere he was aware 
Deep in his face the weapon cut its way, 
And of one eye deprived him. Donald roared 
So loud and terrible, the ear-ſtunned hoſt 


On either ſide, affrighted, from their toil 
Of battle ceaſed a moment, weening ſure 


Some beaſt of horrid lung was nigh. —But now 
His ſole remaining eye ſhot lightning forth 
Againſt his hated foe; and lifting high 
His ponderous weapon, like the ſcythe of Death 
Deſtructive, ſuch an hideous ſtroke he aimed 
As would have felled a foreſt oak. Macduff 
The headlong weapon ſhunned, which in the earth 
Its fury vainly ſpent ; then forward ſprung 
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And graſped the Gaelic lord. With might and 
main 
Each other to ſuppreſs they ſtrove, and gnaſhed 
Their teeth in ſpite, and menaced death and pain. 
Macduff, when firſt he felt ſuperior force 
Urge him, gave way, and bent his pliant limbs 
On either ſide, his ſtrength reſerving long; 
And with a ſpirit cool, and breathing ſlow, 
Still kept his footing; whilſt his foe enraged, 
With dread contortions all his giant ſtrength 
| Amain exerting, ſhook him to and fro, 
But could not ſhake him off: his twining arms 
Firm held. But now the dreadful Donald Bane 
With ſtern deriſion cried, * I love thee well, 
And therefore hug thee cloſe !” then ſtrained him 
hard | 
Againſt his iron cheſt. The fainting ſoul 
Of Macduff uttered, “ Monſter, quit thy hold! 
e : hough God hath given to thee a giant's bones, 
66 I'll fight thee face to face, as fits a knight 
« Of fame. Rebel, thou dareſt not let me go! 


& My friend, Lord Douglas, ſave me, or I die!“ 
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In vain he called on Douglas, whoſe vaſt fame 
Maclachlan now endangered. But the king 
IIis loving maſter heard Him, and to aid 
Quickly advanced, and round the rebel drew 
A circle of ſharp warriors. Robert deep 
With battle axe into his ſhoulder flruck 
A ghaſtly wound, which forced him quit his prey, 
Devoid of life: the ſpirit wanting ſpace 
Squeczed by the warrior fI-d ; down fell Macduff 
A lump of clay. —The victor then his ſword 
Reclaiming, brandiſhed the broad blade in front 
With horrid blaze; and like a hon caught 
In hunter's toil, they vex him on each fide 
With ſudden gaſnes; clueſly where the orb 
Sightleſs and gloomy dropped the crimſon tears 
Adown his battered viſage, unaware 
They drenched their thirſty Iwords. He, all ins 
flamed 
And ſmarting, wildly threw his weapon round; 
And warriors ſell on every fide, the earth 
Steaming with blood. Death on his arm rode 
Triumphant, grinning Ger his feaſt fo full, 


Lennox, 
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Lennox, with rage inſpired, and grief, and 


ſhame, 
To ſee the rebel tread Macduff's remains 
Into the duſt, a bold defiance gave 
Thus menacing: &« Abhorred of God and man, 
c Thou ſhalt not long ſurvive my noble friend!“ 


* Nor thou,” replicd the dreadful chief, © to ſee 


cc The fall of Donald Bane !'— On which their 


{words 
Each other ſtruck with force unſelc before, 
And lightning from the rough encounter flaſhed, 
Their wrath expreſſing. Now again down low 
The ſword of Lennox ſweeping wounded ſore 
The chieſtain's naked limbs; but from aloft 
Meanwhile the ruthleſs iron fell, and cleft 
The hapleſs lord in twain. More fierce and fierce 
7 he battle grew and bloody; and with tears 
Robert the loſs of his beſt pcers laments 
By that inſatiate and rebellious arm. 


But now the dreadful chieftain ſtruck with awe 


The boldeſt warrior; and no match they deemed 
For him, ſince their loved champion lord Macduff, 
And 
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And his friend Lennox, ſunk beneath his arm, 

With many a noble more. Together joined, 

They hem him round. His tartans all were torn. 

Rage, blood, and ruin made his manly face 

A ſpectacle ſo hideous as might freeze 

The boldeſt heart with horror and diſmay. 

His big and brawny arms, of muſcles ſtrong, 

Up to the ſhoulders naked, ſmoked in blood 

Of human butchery ; and from his legs 

Now groaning under their accuſtomed weight, 

Covered with hair and many a gaping gaſh, 

The purple torrent ſpouting waſted life. 

His mighty ſpirit now began to fail, 

(Though ſtill with head erect and lofty look 

He proudly menaced) and his arm to flag 

In wonted vigour; which perceived, the foe 

Encircled him more ſtrict, and hemmed him round 

With mortal keenneſs, wounding him by ſtealth. 
And now the falling chief in mind revolved 

Where nobleſt he might periſh. In his eye 

Deſpair and deep diſdain and gloomy ſcorn 

Were ſeen to dwell, till on king Robert fixed, 

He 
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He ftrode gigantic, breathing vengeance dire. 
But Grant and Gordon, chiefs of valiant clans, 
Two warlike knights, anon to guard their king 
Their bodies interpoſed, and glorious fell, 
Stabbing the dreadful Donald to the heart 
So deep and deadly, that he ſunk, and they 
Beneath him overwhelmed. A lofty tower, 
Whoſe ſtrong foundation by a multitude 
Is undermined, ſo falls and cruſhes thoſe 
Who labcured in its ruin.—The vaſt bulk, 
Like ſome dead elephant whoſe carcaſe lies 
Deep in the ſands of Afric, yet appears 
Far off a mount, or like the ſtony carns 
That Scotian victors, for their battles won, 
Or ſome beloved chieftain dead, upreared, 
At length upon the ground long- ſtretching lay. 

Meantime Maclachlan and bold Douglas fought 
A battle deſperate and doubtful long. 
But when the broad-backed hero heard the ſhout 
Of victory, and his tremendous lord | 
Saw on the earth extended, with a fock 
Of hungry vultures, whoſe admiring eyes 
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eaſured him as he lay, his arm relaxed, 
£4 with dumb ſorrow down his battered face 
Rail the big tears. Anon his ſpirit rouſed 
With tenfold rage, to periſh quick reſolved, 
And o'er the body of his lord to build 
A tomb of carcaſes. I his to perſorm 
A mighty ſtroke upon bold Douglas' creſt 
He firſt let fall, which him confounded ſore, 
And with a {cap gering pace made him retreat, 
Throwing a miſt before his rolling eyes, 

The huge Maclachlan ruled with iron ſway 
The fight, and like a monarch ſtood alone 
Godlike ere, by numbers compaſſed round, 
Till as a ruined wall he cumbrous fell 
On his commander, marred with honeſt wounds. 
His viſage broad and manly frightened ſcill 
With frowns the wondering ſoldiers, and his breaſt 
Seemed like the dewlap of the furious bull, 

Big ſhaking on the ground. Lord Douglas now 
Recovered, ſought his enemy—and ſaw 
His body, dead, by many a daſtard ſcorned, 
Infultcd, vilified; and at the fight 
3 | Involuntarily 
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favoluntarily fighed ! The generous lord 
To reſcue his remains indignant flew, 
And ſcattered the mean crowd. But when his eys 
Bcheld the dear companion of his wars, 
His glory, danger, victory, diſtreſs, 


* 


What tongue ſlail utter, or u hat dluſe's voice 
Can ſing the ſorrow and the rage of which 

His boſom was the grave Ode ar} y bought ! 
O victory of tears! Macduir is ſlain, 

Macdulf the hero, braveſt of the brave! 

The flower of chivalry, the boaſt of camps, 

The nobleſt ſpirit and the gentleſt mind, 

The glory of the Muſes and cf M lars, 

Are now extinguiſhed !? Thus with burſting heart 
Exclaiming, his ccld cheek he kiſſed, and wept; 
Then riſing like a fire Revenge] revenge! 
Revenge the diſtant mountains echoed wild, 
While Douglas ruſhed to battle. "Twas thy fate, 
Macculloch, firſt to meet his mighty arm: 

Vain was thy lofty look and loftier tongue, 


Thy boaſted anceſtry and valour vain 


For like a thunderbolt the raging lord 
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Levelled thee with the duſt. Macpherſon next, 
Whoſe ſavage ſpirit peace could never tame, 


Nor human law controul nor force, felt now 

* The ſword of Douglas: deep in his left flank 

It ſunk, and down he fell. Yet on his knee 

One deſperate ſtroke re nge inſpired, and fierce 

He ſtruck Lord Douglas on the thigh, who ſoon 

Pierced his ſtiff neck, and ſtopped the riſing curſe. 
Maclcan, whoſe poliſhed mind a better fate 

Deſerved, and would have graced a nobler ſoil, 

Then ſunk, a rebel: Douglas preſſed him hard, 

Yet not one ſtep would he retreat or bend 

From honour's rank, till on his plumy creſt 

The ſword down fell, his graceful head unveiled, 

And quick deſcending maimed his active arm 

Down dropped his weapon, yet to ily he ſcorned 

And when his naked head the fatal blow 

Received, low ſunk the generous chief, his eyes 

Cloſing in death. Then Cameron forth came, 

And Douglas with impatient force aſſailed ; 

But backward to the earth hg ſtaggering reeled, 

By his ſtrong hand repelled 3 and as he lay 
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The cold ſteel pierced his bowels. Many a ghoſt 
Did Douglas ſend the manes of Macduff 
T' appeaſe, and memory avenge, yet raged 
Inſatiate as the phantom Death for prey, 

Now, Macintoſh, thy proweſs muſt be praiſed 
That firſt ſuch fury checked, and with ſtrong arm 
Awhile arreſted fate : as when the fire 
Of heaven's wrath, quick fluttering, night unveils, 
But ſoon is ſwallowed up in darkneſs, —Grim, 
And ſmoking red with rage, the Gaelic chief, 
Graſping a tree, which from the bank oblique 
With ſhattered root upgrew, while onward came 
Bold Douglas, terror flaſhing from his ſword, 
Fierce tore it from the field, and with fell ſweep 
Levelled the huge root at his haughty head, 
Under the weight oppreſſive lowly bowed 
The warrior's pride, and all his fires decayed ; 
And proſtrate in the duſt he lay, who late 
The adverſe hoſt appalled. —A ſhout of joy 
And victory the rebel rout upſent 
That ſhook the firmament. Then Macintoſh 
Frowning, with eyes like flaming meteors, preſſed 
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His foot fierce on the fallen lord, while ſtunned 
And careleſs, with his mighty limbs unmoved, 
And eyes like dying tapers, warlike ſhouts 
Low murmured in his ears : as when in ſpring 
Some lover half aſleep on the green ſward, 
With ſoul enamoured of his fair one, dreams, 
And all the airy inſets buzz around. 
So loſt the valiant Douglas lay : when, lo! 
While nought but heaven's bolt with inſtant aid 
5eemed poſſible to quell his foe, forth flew 
Macduff, another of that noble name 
A ſtripling yet, from toils of war reſtrained 
By Robert, till more ripe for deeds of fame. 
Impatient, and by native worth impelled, 
He ftunned the rebel chief, who ſtaggering back 
Forgot his glory, whilſt the gallant Duff 
Snatched mighty Douglas from impending fate. 
So from the tiger's fangs the generous ſteed 
Is reſcued by the daring hunter. Now | 
While ſhouts of joy from Robert's hoſt loud rung 
Through heaven's concave, and a noble troop 
Of high-born youth, Macduff's companions dear, 


Surrounding 
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Surrounding the huge bulk of Macintoſh, 
Hung on his ſhield, and arms, and ſhoulders broad, 
And tore him down, where growling he expired, 
As cluſtering bees the odorific branch 
Downbend ; Macduff, elated and enraged, 
Purſued the fainting foe, who, murmuring, fled 
As a black cloud before the howling winds— 
Shone like a blazing ſtar his ſword, their ranks 
Devouring like red lightning; dying groans 
And ſhouts the diſtant mountains echoed wild, 

When bold Duff ruſhed to battle 
| — - Now remained 
Of all the Gaelic hoſt the band alone 
Led by grim Macintyre, in fell purſuit 
Of young Macdonald, by his father ſent 
Inexorable, to ſlay him for neglect 
Of his command. Far from his angry fire 
The hero fled : the one-eyed villain ſtill 
Purſued him, till at length the gallant youth, 
Impelled by ſhame, and of his life forlorn, 
Serene and ſorrowful the ſtorm oppoſed. 


But nature urged his life to guard, and hope | 
Of death more glorious. When the coward came, 
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Macdonald thro! th' aſtoniſhed ranks made way. 
The warriors kneeled and wept. Macdonald pierced 
Their leader's gloomy heart. He bit the duſt. 
Then ſtraight th' admiring ſoldiers the brave ſon 
Of their great chieftain with one voice proclaim 


The ſovereign of their choice. Anon the hoſt _ 
Of conquerors, by Robert led, incloſed 

This ſole remains of ſlaughter ; and to yield 
Invited them as captives. But with ſcorn, 
Ranging his little band of warriors brave 

In battle order, the undaunted youth 
Rejected all conceſſion 3 ſword in hand 
Determining to periſh, in defence 

Of what he deemed his juſt and proper right, 
Not leſs than Scotia's crown; at leaſt to live 
Lord of the Ifles, and homage give to none. 


Meantime with pity moved, king Robert ſought 


To ſpare the maſlacre of deſperate men. 

A thouſand warriors ſtood in highland garb, 
Habit of high renown and dreaded fight, 

In which the Roman ſoldier long ſubdued 

The earth; before which all men fled : they ſtood 


Breathing revenge; and Robert calm revolved 
The 
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The danger, and the doubt of victory, 
The bloodſhed, and his glory now ſecure 
Since Donald periſhed; thence proclaiming loud 
A parley, thus with voice majeſtic ſpake : 
« Miſtaken men, though brave (in a bad cauſe 
If courage can be ſhewn), what hope remains, 
Encompaſſed thus with numbers? What but ſhame, 
And ignominious end, to rebels due ? 
Lay down your arms; T'll deign to be your king 
And father ſtill, indulgent and humane, 
Your crimes forgiving. —From thy father learn, 
Vain youth, to dread my wrath, and ſhun his fate.” 

To whom the youthful warrior thus replied : 
“% Miſtaken king | to think with words ſo vain 
And void of reaſon the free will of men 
Like us to move; or by main force and fear 
Th' undaunted mind ſubdue. With brutes alone 
Theſe will have weight, and but reſolve us more 
Our native independence to maintain. 
Thy anceſtors my father's crown uſurped, 
And ſhall I bow to thee, a ſubje& ?—No— 
Pll force my way your wearied ſoldiers through, 


And yet reclaim my crown. Enraged I hear 
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Of my dread father's fall : from him we learn 

Not to fear death, but fear a life of ſhame 

And ſo his glorious fate we ſeek to ſhare, 

Not ſhun. But firſt a ſacrifice of thee 

We'll make, his wrath to deprecate, and pleaſe 

His mighty ghoſt, that in the ſhades of death 

Stalks yet unſated.” Ending thus, their ſhouts 

And clamours rent the air, with uproar wild, 

And dauntleſs outcry: © Die, Macdonald, die ! 

Revenge, and periſh all |\—No Lowlander 

Shall lord it over us.—One Gaelic arm 

Can twenty of thoſe feeble ſouls ſubdue, 

Whoſe ſhjvering limbs are manacled and wrapped 

Leſt cold ſhould kill them.—Die, Macdonald, 
die | 

Let us rejoin our glorious chief, whoſe ſmiles 

Will cheer us when we tell what numbers ſtrew 

The field whereon he fell.“ Their various threats 

In ſentiment united Robert heard, 

And ſhunning deſperate valour, thus with mild 

Demeanour and perſuaſive words replied : 

% Reaſon alone will conquer noble minds, 


And brutes and brutal men to force and fear 
5 | Yield 
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Yield bodies up, not ſouls.— Let manly ears 


To truth are open. Prejudice hath led 
Thy early mind, and taught thee to deſpiſe 
The crown of Scotland, whoſe appendages 
Theſe Weſtern Iſlands were. Should this be proved, 
And to the eye of reaſon clearly ſhewn, 
Wilt thou to grace return, and theſe brave men 
From branded rebels loyal ſubjects riſe ?”? 
Whereto with anſwer firm the youth replied : 
wy We are not brutes, O king, to reaſon blind ; 
And were the right you boaſt of well confirmed, 
And I a ſubject proved, by ſelfiſh power 
Seduced againſt my ſovereign, low as earth 
For peace and pardon I would kneel. But know, 
To guard my native right, though tyrants reign, 
To death I ſhall defy thee, nor to worlds 
Of hoſtile armies round me yield the claim.” 
The warlike Robert with unruffled mind 
A conference demanded. Soon the hoſt, 
At ſignal given, retreating left between 
A wide extent. Then ſtately forward ſlepped 
The king alone, majeſtic in himſelf, 
H 4 Without 
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Without the aid of pageantry or pomp, 
In middle ſpace to meet the warrior : He 
Undaunted alſo came, a blooming youth, 
Graceful and wiſe and warlike, only armed 
With ſkene, or durk, that ever by his ſide 
Hung for defence, as was the Gaelic mode. 
It likeſt to a dagger ſeemed, but large 
And long; with this they fought their deadly feuds 
Of families and clans by this they ſwore, 
And kiſſing this the oath more ſacred held, 
Even villains held, than aught in heaven or earth. 
Now had they met, and with hiſtoric proofs 
The youthful hero was convinced; for truth 
Beamed on his underſtanding, and diſpelled 
The night of prejudice. King Duncan's ſons, 
The murdered king of Scotia, when Macbeth 
The bloody tyrant reigned, their native land 
Forſook ; Malcolm, the eldeſt, to the court 
Of England went for ſuccour, and from thence 
Returning ſlew the tyrant, and poſſeſſed 
The kingdom, leaving it in juſt deſcent 
From Edgar down to Robert, Donald Banc, 
The 
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The younger ſon of Duncan, to the Iſles 
Of Scotia fled for refuge, and returned 
After his brother's death, with brutal force 
The kingdom ſeizing from the infant Edgar, 
Which wrought confuſion for a time; but thrown 
From uſurpation to a priſon, there 
His black ambition mourned. —T he highland youth 
All this with wonder found ; for by his fire 
Far other leſſon he was early taught, 
Deteſted now. His plumy creſt that roſe 
So late in bold defiance lowly bowed, 
Unconquered but by reaſon, to his king 


Expreſſing homage due !—Hard by there roſe 
A ſhady wood, whoſe foliage proudly ſpread 


Concealed the parent earth, and from its womb 
Caſt forth a dreadful ſound, th' unguarded pair 
Alarming. Soon to whence it came they turned, 
And ſaw the leaves and branches as with pain 
And terror trembling of a birth abhorred. 

Forth iſſuing ruſhed a furious boar, of ſize 
Surpaſling all that Caledonian woods 

Till then had harboured, or in ancient days 


What 
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What ſlew the darling boy of Venus, mourned 
With many a roſy tear—Lamented ſo 
Who would not periſh | Forth the monſter ruſhed, 
Through broken branches, crackling trees, perforce, 
Tearing the ground in fury : ſtones and duſt 
Were ſcattered, whilſt his tuſks and briſtles roſe 
Threatening a thouſand deaths; and from his jaw 
Iſſued foul poiſon, curling ſmoke and foam. 
Towards the king he bellowing ruſhed, his eye, 
Though ſmall yet terrible, forth darting rays 
Of maddened rage: he at the hideous fight 
His wonted coolneſs loſt, On th. inſtant ſprung 
Macdonald forward, his long dagger drew, 
And round the other arm his tartan plaid 
Hard twiſted, which into the monſter's maw, 
That gaping ſeemed a pit of hell, he thruſt, 
And vigorouſly downward deep ingulphed ; 
Then graſping in his better hand the ſkene 
To pierce the horrid monſter's iron fide 
Vainly oft attempted ; in his throat 
The muffled arm nigh choked him, when a thruſt 
Deep in his bowels plunged the thirſty ſteel, 

The 
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The furious brute ſent up a groan to heaven, 
Equal to heaven's thunder, ſprawled and died. 
Macdonald then his arm drew out, which, foul _ 
With gore and foam and poiſon, all the air 
Infected round, and to his monarch thus 
Low kneeling ſpake. © My royal liege, a boon! 
I crave my father's body, that with rites 
A ſon becoming he may be interred.” 
To whom the grateful king“ Brave youth, ariſe, 
A rebel now no longer, but the beſt 
Of all my ſubjects.— Let thy father's name 
Be now forgotten as his crime; and thou 
And thy poſterity for ever called 


Not Bane but Skene, from what thy ſovereign ſaved. | 


Look round on all theſe lands, the juſt reward 
Of glorious proweſs, far as eye can ken, 

From where yon lake with moſſy border bounds 
Her wide-ſpread waters to theſe lofty hills ; 
Nay, all that ſpace extended to the verge 

Of Aberdonian fields henceforth be thine, 

And thy inheritance ; and let them call 

The wide extent the land of Skene; yon lake, 


Whoſe 
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Whofe ample ſurface to encircle needs 
A ſummer day, the lake of Skene to laſt 
For ages, and this deed by thee performed 
Perpetuate. Meantime nothing joys thy heart 
Till thou ſtern Donald's body haſt interred, 
And duly mourned. Where yonder mount of ſlain 
Shocks human eyes, thy father thou wilt find.” 
So ſpake the king. With downcaſt look and ſad 
The warlike youth went ſlowly on the ſearch. 

And now th' unwearied ſun, his daily arch 
| Deſcribed, was hiding his deep bluſhing face 
Down in the waters of the Weſt, aſhamed 
Longer to view the deeds of man. And now 
The pitying youth heard many a hapleſs cry 
Of dying ſoldiers. Uttering horrid oaths 
And curſes ſome, and ſome lamenting loud, 
Or praying without hands to ſupplicate 
Or limbs to kneel, ſome iſlanders in ſong 
Praifing their chieftain Donald even in death, 
Some binding up their wounds, lay on the field 
In fad confuſion. Wretches maimed aloud 


Beſought his pity, whilſt his gentle ears 


With 
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With miſerable groans were ſtunned, At length 
He from a horrid heap of ſlaughter ſaw 


The ſweaty ſoldiers labouring to move 

The gored tremendous carcaſe of his ſire. 

As when ſome towering oak of tedious growth, 
Cut down to build a royal ſhip, or prop 

Some public ſtructure, is with pain and ſweat 
Of many a horſe and man removed : ſo they 


To drag the vaſt unwicldy burden toiled. 


His numerous wounds the pious ſon embalmed 
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With tears, and with a pipc's long mournful notes, 
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Long as the ſighs of grief, accompanied, 


'The chieftain's valour ſung. He ſung his deeds 
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In battle dreadful, and his thundering voice 

Which made the mountains tremble; then he ſung 
The terrors of his face in wrath, and ſize 

Gigantic z next his firm and conſtant mind, 
Immutable reſolve, by pain or death 

Or human accident unſwerved ; and laſt 

The flaughter of his arm that day, his fall 


Under a thouſand ſwords, a thouſand wounds 
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That marred his mighty frame, and his dead frown, 
That 
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That ſtruck his foes with terror. Silent then 
He gave his body to the grave, where now 
A mountain ſtill is named his monument; 
And on its top, amid the barren heath, 
One ſtone immenſe, which like a caſtle ſeems 
Far off. The peaſants labouring near the lake 
Of Skene, that ſpreads her ample water wild 
For many a weary pace, when winds do ſleep 
On ſummer evening mild, the humming noiſe 
Of buſy mankind ſtill, and even the clouds 
That wander all the day at reſt, the birds, 
Save lonely Philomel melodious, all 
Breathing a deep repoſe, on ſpade or plough 


Sweet reſting, bleſs the welcome end of work, 
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And penſive to each other wondering ſay: 

c Behold the hill of Clochna Bane, the ſtone 

© Whoſe naked front ſtill dares the direſt ſtorms, 
« And mounts above the clouds, the monument 


« Of Donald Bane!” Folding their wearied arma, 
On former days and battles then they dwell, 


And ſigh, till drawn by thought of deareſt home; 
Where ſocial circled the mute infant ſtares 
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To hear the deeds of their chief's anceſtor, 
The dreadful Donald Bane. Beſide the ſtone 
Low reſts his body, and his iron bones 


Diſſolved in duſt. But till his awful ſhade 


The Highland ſoldier oft contending ſees 
With circling warriors in the groaning front 
Of battle; hears his loud triumphant voice, 
And ruſhes forward, raptured with the ſound, 
Performing deeds heroic that diſdain 


Leſs than the loudeſt *mong the blaſts of Fame. 
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